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The  ARGUMENT   of  Book  III. 

CwchwWiny  pleafed  with  the  Jlory  told  hy  Carril,  wfijli 
ivith  ihs  hard  ^or  more  of  hh  fongs ;—  H:  r  el  at  a  ths  acflons 
ffFingal  /';;  Lochlln,— <^;;</  ths  death  ryAgandecca,  the 
biautiful  ftficr  of  Swaxolw, —  He  had  fcarce  finifkedy  when 
Calmar,  the  fen  c/'Matha,  who  h.id  advifed  the  fir Jl  battle, 
came  wounded  fan  the  field,  and  toid  thc?H  c/"  Swaran'j  ^j"- 
fign  to  furprjfc  the  renialm  oj  the  Irifh  army. ^ He  h'lmfef 
propofes  to  withjlandy  fif^glyy  the  whole  force  cf  the  enemy, 
at  a  narrow  pafs,  till  the  refl  fjoiild  wake  good  their  retreats 
—  Cuchullin,  touched  with  the  ga  llaf it  prop  of  a  I  of  C^Xm^v, 
refolves  to  accompany  him ;  and  orders  Carril  to  carry  ojf 

the  few  thai  revuimd  of  the  Irifj. IShrning  crmew'-^ 

Calmar  dies  cj  his  wounds. — Thejhips  cf  the  Caledonians 
appearing,  Swaran  leaves  off  the  purfuify  and  returns  to 

Vox.  II.  A  c;.-^^ 
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I'ppofe  Fingal'i  /^;;rt^/;/^.— Cuchullin,  ajljafned  after  his 
defeat  to  appear  before  FiiigaJ,  retires  to  the  cave  of  Txxva., 
— Fingal  engages  the  enemy  ;  puts  them  to  fight ;  bttt  the 
comhig  on  of  night  makes  the  viChry  7iot  decifive, — The  Kingy 
who  had  objerved  the  gallant  behaviour  of  his  grandfon  Of- 
car,  gives  him  advices  concerning  his  co?idu{i  in  peace  and 
war. — He  recommends  to  him,  to  place  the  example  of  his 
fathers  before  hi7n,  as  the  befl  model  j or  his  conduH: ;  which 
introduces  the  epifode  o/"Fainafollis,  daughter  of  the  King 
of  Craca,  whom  Fingal  had  taken  under  his  prote6iion  in 
his  youth. — Fillan  tf«^  Ofcar  <?r^  difpatched  to  obferve  the 
7}}0tions  of  the  enemy  by  ti':J-:t, — Gaul,  the  fen  oj  Moip.i, 
defires  the  commafid  of  the  army  in  the  next  battle  ;  which 
Fingal  pronufes  to  give  him. — The  book  concludes  with  fame 
general  reficdions  of  the  Poet. — It  includis  the  tranfaEiions 
cf  pari  of  the  fecond  night,  and  the  whole  of  the  third  day, 
fnce  thi  opening  of  the  poevi.-^The  Jlory  c/"Agandecca  // 

properly 


[33 
properly  intrcducedf  as  great  ufe  is  made  of  It  in  the  ccurfe 
of  the  poem,  and  as  it,  in  fine  meafure,  brings  about  the 
cataProphe. — The  circle  of  Loda  alludes  to  the  religion  cf 
Lochlin  ;  a}:d  the  ftone  of  power  here  mentioned,  is  the 
image  cf  one  of  the  Scandinavian  deities, 

Moi'Vtn  fignifies  a  ridge  cf  high  hills ;  probably  alLihe 
north-wsfl  coajl  of  Scotland  went  of  old  under  that  name. — 
Fingal,  or  Flon  gael,  /.  e.  chief  of  the  Gaels. — Fion,  fg' 
r.fying  white  or  eminent. — Gormal,  green  fumviit\ — a 
vame given  by  the  poet  to  a  hill  in  Loclilin,  near  Starno*i 
/•^/W.— Ronan,  or  Renin,  <?;/  Ifle  named  from  its  b ting 
frequented  by  feals  orfea-dogs, — Ard-ven,  high  hill. '•^Cov 
mar,  ria^er  of  the  fea^  a  name  given  by  the  poet, — Tura, 
frov:,  Tuire,  viouriiing  ; — alluding  to  Cuchullin'i  g'>'i^ff 
and  his  fudden  death :  hence  his  caftle,  and  the  cave  i9 
ivkieh  he  retired^  have  the  fwie  napie  given  them  by  the  poet, 
A  2  —  Ryno, 
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•— Ryno,  or  Raolne,  choice  of  meti-y^as  appears  tous.-^ 
Fiilan,  folding  together -f— but  this  is  not  clear. — Ofcar,  du' 
ri?igj  intrepid.—T renmoT,  m'lghfyy  valiant, — Trathail, 
ready,  feafonahle. — Faln-a-foUis,  circle,  cr  ring  of  light ; 
— a  poetical  natne. — Borbar,  fierce,  unrelenting. — Fingal, 
in  Gaelic,  is  fimply  called  Fion,  "which  fignifies  luhite  or 
dijlingui/hed'y  alluding  probably  to  white  robes  wherewith 
their  kings  might  be  cloathed,  as  mo[l  honourable. — Hence  Of- 
fian,  or  0-Fian,  may  fgnfy,  from  Flon,  or  Flon'i  eldeft 
fon. — Gaul>  or  Gual,  means  Jhoulder,  or  prop,  or  flay. — 
Morni,  or  Mor-gniov,  great  or  remarkable  aBions, — Cracaj 
reci;.— Cromala,  crooked  hilU 


T  I  N- 
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BOOK      III. 


/^UcHULLiN  brighteri'd  up  as  thus  he  fung, 

And  on  the  melting  notes  enraptur'd  hung, 
Pleafant  thy  fong,  O  Carril,  to  my  ears  ; 
Lovely,  he  fald,  the  tales  of  other  years; 
Softly  they  fall,  as  early  d«w  diftiils, 
In  fmHing  fpring,  upon  the  verdant  hills. 
When  on  their  fid^s  the  fun  but  faintly  gleams, 
The  lake  is  fmooth,  and  gently  glide  the  flreams. 
Now,   Carril,  raife  thy  tuneful  voice  again. 
And  fire  our  fouls  v/ith  Tvra's  lofty  ftrain; 

That 
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That  fong  wherewith  thou  mad'ft  my  halls  refound, 
When  joy  and  peace  fmil'd  on  each  face  around  ; 
What  time  the  mighty  Fingal  was  my  guefl, 
Who  heard  his  father's  deeds  with  glowing  breaft. 

Then  Carri-l  :  — Early  were  thy  deeds  in  arms, 
O  Fingal  !  thou  waft  bred  amidft  alarms  ! 
When  firft  his  ruddy  youth  the  fire  of  love 
Began  to  feel,  and  with  fair  maidens  ftrove, 
( W^ho  with  complacent  fmiles  beheld  his  flice 
Adorn'd  with  mlldnefs  and  with  manly  grace), 
Then  Lochlin's  hoft  arriv'd  on  Albion's  land, 
And  felt  his  youthful  force,  his  dreadful  hand  : 
Strong  as  a  ftream  he  fweeps  them  o'er  the  field, 
Confumes  their  fquadrons,  or  ccnftrains  to  yield  : 
Like  roaring  torrents  was  his  warrior  traui ; 
They  bin4  the  King  of  Loch l in  on  the  plain  j 

But 
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But  loofe  him  foon,  and  to  his  flilps  reftore, 
Which  quickly  waft  him  to  his  native  (here. 

Downcaft  and  gloomy  did  he  then  abide 
Within  his  halls  ; — his  big  heart  fwell'd  with  pride  :  — 
None  e'er  but  Fingal,  Starno  overcame  j 
That  youthful  hero  clouded  all  his  fame; 
Revenge  and  indignation  fill'd  his  breall, 
Nor  longer  could  he  tafte  of  joy  or  reft ; 
Dark  were  the  thoughts  which  o'er  his  mind  did  roll, 
Young  Fingal's  death  lay  deep  within  his  foul. 

In  Lochmn's  land,  within  his  founding  halls 
He  fits,  and  grey-hair'd  Snivan  to  him  calls; 
Who  oft  had  fung  around  the  ftone  of  pow'r, 
And  mighty  Loda  liften'd  to  his  lore; 
And  oft,  when  Lochlin's  fons  were  known  to  yield, 
He  tura'd  the  ftream  of  battle  on  the  field. 

CO} 
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Go,  Snivan,  Starno  faid,  at  my  command. 
To  fea-furrounied  Ardven's  rocky  land  ; 
There  greet  the  youthful  Fin  gal  in  my  name, 
King  of  the  defart,  early  known  to  fame  ; 
Tell  him,  who  boafts  fuch  high  renown  in  war, 
And  'mong  his  thoufands  is  furpaffing  fair ; 
Say,  that  with  him  I  ftri(5l  alliance  crave  ; 
To  bind  which  fafl,  my  daughter  he  fliall  have  ; 
She,  v.'ho  of  every  beauty  is  poflefs'd, 
No  lovelier  maid  e'er  heav'd  a  fnowy  breaft  ; 
White  as  my  foaming  waves  herpolifli'd  arms, 
Mild  is  her  foul,  and  matchlefs  are  her  charms. — • 
If  to  my  words  he  lends  a  ready  ear, 
Let  him  with  fpeed  to  Lochlin's  coaft  repair, 
And  with  a  chofen  band  of  warriors  bright 
The  daughter  cf  the  fecret  hall  delight. 

To 
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To  Albion's  hills  his  courfe  old  Snivan  bent. 
The  fair-hair'd  Fikgal  heard  ;  and  with  him  went.— 
As  bounding  o'er  the  waves  he  nearer  drew 
To  land,  his  kindled  foul  before  him  flew. 

The  dark-brown  Starno  met  him  on  the  flrand  : 
Welcome,  young  King  of  Morven's  woody  land. 
He  fald  ;  and  welcome,   ye  his  warrior  train, 
Who  from  the  lonely  ifle  have  crofs'd  the  main : 
Within  my  halls  for  three  days  fhall  ye  reft, 
And  ev'ry  day  fhall  Ihare  the  genial  feafl ; 
The  next  three  days  through  Lc^hlin's  rocky  fliores, 
And  founding  forefts,  fhall  ye  chafe  my  boars. 
And  from  their  dens  aroufe  their  bridled  rage  ; 
Or  with  your  darts  the  beamy  flag  engage. 
Fame  thus  fhall  of  your  gallant  anions  tell, 
To  her  who  in  the  fecret  hall  does  dwell. 

Vol.  11.  B  Then 


10  F    I    N     G    A    L.  Book  III. 

Then  Lochlin's  King,  within  his  fpacious  halls, 
The  feafl  prepares,  to  which  his  guefls  he  calls  : 
But  outward-fmlles  conceal'd  his  inward  fmart ; 
Bafe  were  his  thoughts,  and  gloomy  was  his  heart. 
Such  opportune  occafion  glad  to  find, 
The  ftrangers  death  he  at  the  feaft  defign'd ; 
'Midil  their  deluding  joys  he  had  decreed 
To  fate  his  vengeance  by  fo  foul  a  deed. 
But  FiNGAL,  doubtful  of  the  King  of  fnow. 
His  arms  keeps  on,  and  thus  prevents  his  {oc, 
Thefons  of  death,  who  fudden  were  to  rife, 
Abafh'd,  ret're,  and  dare  not  meet  his  eyes. 
Then  fprightly  mirth  makes  all  the  dome  refound, 
Joy  fmlles  o'er  all — the  ftrength  of  fhells  goes  round  :— 
To  chearful  notes  the  trembling  harps  are  ftrung, 
And  talcs  of  other  times  by  bards  are  fung ; 
To  valiant  chiefs  their  numbers  fometimes  move, 
Andfometimes  to  the  heaving  breaft  of  love. — 

Ullin, 
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Ullin,  fweet  voice  of  Cona's  hill,  was  there, 
Great  Fingal's  bard,  who  charm'd  each  lill*nlng  ear. 
As  to  the  lovely  daughter  of  the  fnow, 
And Mgrv en's  chief,  he  bade  his  numbers  flow* 

Thefe  fwelling  drains  the  beauteous  dame  o'erhears. 
Within  her  fecret  hall  they  reach  her  ears  : 
Then  forth  fhe  came  in  ail  her  charms  array'd. 
Soft  blufhes  o'er  her  glowing  cheeks  are  fpread. 
The  moon,  full  orb'd,  thus  gilds  the  ev'ning-ikies. 
When  from  the  eaftern  clouds  It  meets  our  eyes  : 
Lovellnefs  all  around  her  was  as  light. 
Mild  was  her  air,  her  look  ferenely  bright ; 
Her  fteps  were  mufic  as  Ihe  mov'd  along. 
She  ravifli'd  with  her  grace  the  gazing  throng. 
The  princely  youth  fhe  mark'd  above  the  reft  ; 
She  faw,  Ihe  lov'd,  high  heav'd  her  fnowy  bread  ; 

B  2  She 
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She  roll*d  on  him,  in  fecret,  her  blue  eye, 
And  of  her  foul  he  was  the  hidden  figh  :  — 
She  blefs'd  the  blooming  chief  of  Morven's  race. 
And  wifh'd  with  him  to  pafs  her  days  in  peace. 

Two  days  in  hunting  of  the  boars  were  paft. 
And  the  third  morning,  breaking  from  the  eaft. 
Now  (hone  with  ruddy  beams,  and  brought  the  day ; 
The  Kings  to  L  o  c  h  l  i  n  's  woods  (Iraight  bend  their  way. 
Forth  mov'd  the  dark-brow'd  Starno  o'er  the  plain, 
And  fair-hair'd  Fin  gal  with  his  youthful  train  ; 
Till  noon  of  day  they  urge  the  foaming  chace, 
From  their  dark  dens  they  drive  the  briftly  race ; 
They  range  the  mountains,  beat  the  echoing  wood, 
TiUFingal's  fpear  is  red  in  Gormal's  blood. 
One  tuiky  boar  arous'd,  fprlng^  out  amain. 
Like  light'aing  fudden,  'mid  the  warrior  train ; 

Breaks 
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Breaks  down  the  trees  before  him,  fhakes  the  ground. 
The  founding  foreft  crackles  all  around. 
Then  FiNGAL  fliouting,  animates  their  hearts. 
At  once  they  all  employ  their  thronging  darts ; 
But  thrown  confus*d,  in  heaps  the  ground  they  ftrew  ^ 
Some  reach'd  the  favage,  but  no  blood  they  drew  : 
But  mighty  Fingal,  clofe  at  hand,  provokes 
His  rage,  and  plies  him  with  redoubled  ftrokes* 
The  beaft  is  chaff 'd,  his  eye-balls  roll  in  fire. 
From  his  broad  noftrils  clouds  of  fmoke  expire. 
Bold  Fingal  pierc'd  him  with  his  pointed  dart. 
And  found  the  neareft  paffage  to  his  heart : 
In  the  boar's  briftied  back  the  weapon  flood, 
Fix'd  him  to  earth,  and  deeply  drank  his  blood. 

Then  Starno's  daughter  to  the  chief  appears^ 
With  her  blue -rolling  eyes  all  bath'd  in  tears ; 

With 
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With  fteps  of  hafte,  and  voice  of  love  fhe  came ; 
To  Mo R yen's  king  thus  fpake  the  blulhing  dame  : 
FiNGAL  !  faid  Ihe,  thou  high-defcended  chief  ! 
Attend,  and  know  what  fills  my  foul  with  grief. 
In  Lochlin's  King  thou  fhouldH  not  thus  confide  ; 
Beware,  and  truft  not  Stx\rno's  heart  of  pride  ; 
Breaking  through  hofpitality's  ftrici:  ties, 
Thee  to  his  rage  he  means  to  facrifice. 
And  now  defigns  thy  death  ;  for  in  that  wood 
Men  he  has  plac'd,  inur'd  to  deeds  of  blood. 
Warn'd  thus  by  me,  avoid  the  fiital  place. 
Nor  longer  through  the  forsft  urge  the  chace. 
Remember  her  who  has  her  fire  betray'd ; 
Remember  Agandecca,  haplefs  maid  ! 
Proted  me  from  my  father's  dreadful  wrath^ 
Son  of  the  hill  !  fave  me  from  inftant  death  ; 
Elfe  fhall  I  fall  the  vidlim  of  his  rage. 
My  blood  alone  his  vengeance  can  aikiage. 

Ths 
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The  chief  this  heard,  with  unconcern  goes  on 
To  the  thick  wood,  nor  does  the  danger  fhun  : 
Forward  he  rulh'd,  his  heroes  by  his  fide, 
iThe  ions  of  death  dare  not  his  force  abide  ; 
jBeneath  his  hand  they  fail,  and  bite  the  ground, 
And  fhady  Gormal  echoes  all  around. 

Return'dfrom  chace,  round  Starno's  tow'rlng  walls 
The  youth  convene. — He  enters  to  his  halls; 
Dark  were  his  brows,  and  gloomy  to  the  fight, 
Like  clouds ;  his  eyes  like  meteors  of  the  night. 
Hither,  he  cries,  fair  Agandecca  bring; 
iLet  her  repair  to  Morvsn's  blooming  King  : 
|To  her  lov'd  chief  her  words  were  not  in  vain ; 
jThe  blood  of  Lochlin  does  his  arms  diftain. 

Slow,  with  red  tearful  eyes,  came  forth  the  fair, 
Loofe  and  dKhevell'd  was  her  raven  hair ; 

Her 
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Her  panting  bolbm,  white  is  feen  to  rife, 

Like  Lubar's  ftreamy  foam,  with  burfting  fighs. 

Whom  trembling  in  his  fight  when  Starno  faw, 

The  rage  of  vengeance  ftifli'd  nature's  law: 

He  rufli'd  ;  —  with  his  bright  fteel  he  pierc'd  her  fide  ; 

She  fell  in  blood  ;  —  the  hall  re-echo'd  wide. 

All  pale  llie  lay,  and  feem'd  a  wreath  of  fnow, 

That  fudden  flldes  from  Ron  nan's  rocky  browj 

When  woods  ftand  ftill  unruffl'd  by  the  gale, 

And  echo  deepens  in  the  filent  vale. 

His  chiefs,  with  furious  look,  then  Fingal  eyes; 
His  valiant  chiefs  take  arms,  and  fudden  rife. 
The  gloom  of  battle  roars  ;  —  along  the  plain. 
The  fons  of  Lochlin  are  difpers'd  or  flain. 
Pale  in  his  fhip  he  clos'd  the  haplefs  fair. 
The  lovely  maiden  of  the  raven  hair ; 

Thea 
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Then  bounding  o'er  the  deep,  to  Albion's  coafl 
He  came,  and  mourn'd  for  Agakdecca  loft  : 
Her  tomb  afcends  on  Ardven's  founding  fhore> 
x'^nd  round  her  narrow  houfe  the  billows  roar. 

Elefs'd  be  the  foul  of  the  once  lovely  maid  ! 
And  blefs'd  the  mouth  of  fongs  !   C  u  g  k  u  l  l  i  n  faid, . 
xklighty  was  Fin  gal  in  his  youthful  rage. 
Nor  feeble  in  the  fight  his  arm  of  age  : 
Dark  Lochlin's  hoft  his  force  again  fliall  feel>. 
And  fly  before  the  King  of  Morven's  fteel. 
Shew  from  the  clouds,  O  moon  !  thy  radiant  light, . 
Guide  his  v>'hite  fails  along  the  waves  of  night : 
If  any  fpirit  of  heav'n,  or  friendly  gholl. 
Sits  on  that  cloud  that  overhangs  the  coaft. 
Turn  from  the  rocks  his  Ihips,  fhould  winds  deform 
The  rolling  deep,  thou  rider  of  the  ftorm  ! 

Vol. II.  C  So 
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So  rpake  the  chief,  (yet  troubled  was  his  mind). 
As  near  the  mountain-Rream  he  fat  reclia'd  ; 
When,  lo  !  the  fon  of  Matka  meets  his  eyes, 
Voung  Calm  A  R  coming  up  the  hill  he  fpies  : 
Wounded  from  fio^hi:  he  came,  befmear'd  with  blood. 
Leaning  againtl  his  father's  fpear  he  ilood  j 
Weak  is  his  arm  that  made  whole  hoUs  retire ; 
But  his  ftrong  foul  llill  heaves  with  martial  fire. 

Welcome,  O  fen  of  Mat  ha  !  Connal  fiiid  ; 
Thrice  welcome  to  thy  friends  :   but  why  thus  fad  ? 
Why  from  thy  bread  breaks  forth  that  burfting  figh  ? 
Thou  fearTt  no  danger,  and  thou  fcorn'il  to  fly. 

Nor  Ihaltthou,  valiant  Connal,  ever  hear,  — 
Thus  Calmar  faid,  —  that  I  gave  way  to  fear. 
The  time  of  danger  is  my  foul's  delight, 
I  joy  to  mingle  in  the  gloom  cf  fight : 

I'm 
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I'm  of  a  race  that  ever  fcorn'd  to  yield, 

That  reap'd  the  glorious  harveft  of  the  field  ; 

Strangers  to  fear,  did  ev'ry  danger  dare, 

And  nobly  fac'd  the  horrid  front  of  war  : 

I'll  not  difgrace  the  line  from  whence  I  came, 

But  ftrivc  to  erauhite  my  father's  fame  ; 

Like  them,  vrhile  [  can  wielJ  thofe  glittering  arm?- 

Danger  I'll  court,  or  periih  'midft  th' alarms. 

Bold  Cor  MAR  was  the  firft  of  all  my  race, 
To  him  our  ancient  lineage  we  can  trace  ; 
lie  was  among  the  forem^oft  that  durft  brave, 
In  his  black  iLiiT,  the  terrors  of  the  wave  ; 
He  fported  o'er  the  deep  with  bending  mail, 
And  travell'd  on  the  fwift  wings  of  the  blaft. 
An  angry  fpirit  once  embroil'd  the  night, 
The  moon  an.l  fta^;s  no  longer  give  their  light; 

C  2  Marks 
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Marks  of  a  dreadful  ilorm  appear  around, 
The  foam-ng  billov/s  fwell,  the  rocks  refound  ; 
Winds  drive  the  thick'ning  clouds  along  the  iky. 
On  wings  of  fire  the  forked  Jight'nings  fly. 
The  chief  in  terror  to  the  land  repairs, 
Then  blufhes  that  he  liflen'd  toliis  fears. 
Again  among  the  waves  he  rufh'd,  to  find 
The  gloomy  fpirit  that  had  rais'd  the  v/ind. 
Three  youths  the  vefTel  guide  along  the  fiood ; 
t^pon  the  prov/,  with  fv/ord  unfheath'd,  he  ftoodj 
And  on  the  low-himg  vapour,  as  it  pafs'd, 
-He  feiz'd,  and  by  the  curling  head  held  faft ; 
Till  with  his  fteel  he  fearch'd  its  bofom  dark  :  — 
The  ftorm  fubfides  ;  — r  a  calm  furrounds  the  bark  ;  — 
The  bluft'ring  ghoft  forfakes  the  troubled  air ; 
Tiie  mo€«i  returns,  the  twinkling  ftars  appear. 

Sudi 
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Such  was  the  bbklncfs  of  our  ancient  race, 
Calmar  will  not  his  anceftry  difgrace  ; 
Their  thini:  of  glory  does  my  bread  infpire, 
Their  dauntlefs  ardour,  an^d  their  martial  fire  ; 
They  bed  fucceed  who  dare: ;  —  th'  uplifted  fvrord 
Repellseach  danger,  or  relieves  its  lord. 

But  now,  ye  fens  of-EarN's  verdant  lands. 
From  Lena's  bloody  heath  withdraw  your  bands  ; 
ColJccl:  the  iad  remainder  of  our  friends, 
Join  Fix  gal's  fword,  who  to  cur  aid  defcends. 
I  heard  the  found  of  Locklin's  hoft  from  far. 
Their  arms  advancing,  and  denouncing  vv^ar  : 
'Twere  madneis  any  longer  here  to  ftay. 
You  cannot  meet  them  inthe  bloody  fray ; 
But  I'll  remain,  and  fight  till  you  retire  j 
VVounde4  already,  I  mufifoon  expire, 

Thrs 


22  F    I    N    G    A    L.  Book  III. 

This  pafs  I'll  keep  till  you  fly  o'er  the  heath, 

And  then,  'midft  flaughter'd  foes,  will  fmk  in  death. 

I'll  meet  them  with  bold  voice  and  dauntlefs  mind. 

As  If  your  thoufands  foIJow'd  me  behind. 

To  thee,  -O  Semo's  fon  !  my  gallant  friend  ! 

To  thee  my  lifelefs  body  I  commend  : 

After  great  Fin  gal  has  laid  wafte  the  field, 

And  LocHLix's  thronging  hoft  has  forc'd  to  yield, 

Then  fearch  for  Calmar  ;  —  kt  his  cold  remains 

Find  a  dark  dwelling  on  green  Ullin's  pL-iins ; 

Some  (lone  place  near  my  tomb  to  bear  my  name. 

That  future  tim^es  may  hear  of  Cal mar's  fame. 

My  mother  fliall  rejoice  above  her  fon, 

When  fhe  beholds  the  ilone  of  my  renown. 

The  fon  of  Semo  lifteii'd  as  he  fpoke, 
And  thus  he  faid,  with  noble  envy  (Iruck : 

And 
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And  wouldil  thou  go,  and  leave  me  here  behind  ! 

Am  I  not,  Calmar,  worthy  to  be  joln'd  ? 

To  thee  my  fhare  of  glory  I'll  not  yield  ; 

My  joy  Is  alio  in  th'unequal  field  : 

The  dangVous  euterrrife  now  fires  my  mind. 

To  leave  a  memorable  name  behind. 

CoNNAL,  and  gray-halr'd  Carril,  o'er  the  plains 

Withdraw,  In  fafety,  Erin's  fmall  rem.ains  ; 

And  when  fubfided  is  the  bloody  fray. 

Search  for  our  corfes  in  this  narrow  way  ; 

For  near  this  oak  the  thronging  foes  we'll  meet, 

Their  rufhing  thoufands  we  ihall  here  await. 

Run  now,  O  Fithil's  Ton  I   with  feet  of  Vv-ind  ; 

Fly  over  Leka's  heath,  and  Fingal  find  ; 

And  tell  him,  that  on  him  alone  depends 

To  refcue  Ullik,  and  to  fave  his  friends  : 

Bid  him  repair  withfpeed  where  danger  calls ; 

For  Lochlin's  hoft  green  Erin  now  enthralls. 

The 
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The  gloom  will  fcatter,  and  dark  Lochlin  yielJ, 
If  once  the  hero  lightens  o'er  the  field  ; 
As  when  the  fun,  amidft  a  ftorm,  fhlnes  bright, 
And  on  the  graffy  hills  reftores  the  light. 

On  C  ROM  la's  height  appears  the  morning  gray, 
Dark  Lochlik's  troops  advance  in  dread  r.rray  ; 
Calmar.  (lands  forth,  where  thoufands  thickdroll. 
In  all  the  kindling  ardour  of  his  foul  ; 
But  foon  he  finds  his  yoiuhfai  vigour  fail ; 
He  drops  the  fword  ;  —  his  blooming  cheeks  turn  pale  : 
No  more  does  he  fuR-iin  th'anequal  war, 
Stagg'ring,  he  leans  againft  his  father's  fpear: 
From  Lara's  hall  the  hero  brought  the  dart. 
Where  dark  he  left  his  mother's  anxious  heart. 
Now  ilowly  finks  the  youth  amldft  the  flain, 
Like  a  fair  tree  that  falls  on  Cona's  plain. 

Then 


>:r/yi  HI.  F    I    N    G    A    L.  2^ 

Then  dark  CucHULLiN  Singly  bears  the  {Iios-k, 
Collected  in  himfclf ;  and  hke  a  rock 
That  ftands  alone,  amidil  a  fandy  vale. 
In  vain  the  winds  and  feas  its  fides  afiail ; 
Pols'd  on  its  bafe,  It  hears  the  tempeils  roar, 
And  o'er  its  head  the  foaming  furges  pour  j 
The  thund'riag  noiie  makes  all  the  faores  refoundj 
The  woody  hills  are  echoing  all  around. 
And  now  the  grey  mill  rifes  from  the  fea, 
V/hen,  bounding  dark  along  ths  wat'ry  way, 
Appear  great  Fingal'o  ihips  with  fav'ring  gales; 
High  is  their  grove  of  mafts,  and  white  their  fails ; 
Their  fable  prows  the  rolling  ocean  laves. 
Alternate  as  they  nod  along  the  waves. 

Which  vv'hen  grim  Swaran   view'd  from  Cro Vi- 
la's height. 
He  ftops,  nor  farther  urges  Erin's  flight  j 

VoL.IL  D  The 
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The  deep  with  fwelling  canvas  cover'd  o'er 
He  faw,  and  the  fvvlft  fhips  approach  the  fhore. 
As  'twixt  a  hundred  ifles,   the  ebbing  fea. 
Through  ftraiten'd  channels  rolls  its  foaming  way ; 
The  rufliing  tides,  confin'd  on  either  hand, 
Rage  high,  and  break  upon  the  founding  flrand  : 
Thus  loud,  confus'd,  and  v aft,  is  Lochlin's  hoft,    ^. 
Returning  from  the  hill  to  Ullin's  coaft. 

'  Their  bands  'gainfl  Fingal's  landing  they  unite  j 
They  gather  on  the  heath,  and  wait  the  fight, 

"^leantime  Cuchullin,  overcome  with  wo, 
In  tears  retires,  low -bending,  fad,  and  flow ; 
Dragging  his  fpear  behind,  his  fteps  he  bends 
Tow'rds  Cromla's  wood,  and  mourns  his  flaughter^-d 
friends. 

'  FiNGAL  had  oft  the  valiant  chief  beheld, 

'  Gloth'd  with  renown,  returning  from  the  field  j 

But 
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But  now  Ills  face  he  fears,  through  confclous  fhame, 
Struck  with  his  late  defeat,  and  forfeit  fame. 

How  many  of  my  heroes  on  that  heath, 
The  chiefs  of  Innisfail,  lie  Hretch'd  in  death; 
Who  but  erewhile,  within  my  chearful  halls, 
Shar'd  of  the  genial  feaft,  and  founding  fhells  ! 
No  more  their  fteps  upon  the  heath  I'll  find ; 
No  more  their  voice  fhall  roufe  the  dark-brown  hind  • 
Cold  on  their  bloody  beds,  unhonour'd  now. 
My  gallant  friends  lie  filent,  pale,  and  low. . 
0  fpirits  of  the  lately  dead,  arife  ! 
Meet  me  upon  my  heath,  and  gl^d  my  eyes  ;  . 
Let  your  lov'd  voices  oft  delight  mine  ear ; 
Let  your  fair  forms,  from  rolling  clouds,  appear,' 
When  on  the  wings  of  v/inds  you  ride  around, 
And  ruftlipg  trces;  near  Tura's  cave,  refound ; 

D  2  There,  - 
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There,  far  remote,  Cuchullin  fhall  remain, 

Nor  ever  iiTae  to  tli'embattrd  plain  : 

Henceforth  o'ofcare,  ia  laades,  he  there  fliall  lie,. 

And  there,  unheeded,  and  unknown,  ihail  die. 

No  bard  of  me  fnail  hear  ;  —  no  n:ofs- grown  Rone 

To  future  times  Ihall  c^.tvy  riv  renown. 

O  fair  Bragei.a  !  rDonrn  me  wiih  the  dead  ;  tf 

Departed  is- my  fame,  icr  ever  fled. 

With  broken  voice  thus  fp ate  the  darken'd  chief, 
Then  funk  in  Croml  a's  wood,  opprefs'd  v^'ith  grief. 

Tall  in  Lis  ih'p,  new  Fjngal  reach'd  the  faore^ 
Before  him  (Iretch'd  his  glitt'ring  lance  he  bore^; 
As  high  he  wav'd  it  in  his  mighty  hand, 
The  fteel-gleam'd  dreadful  o'er  the  founding  Rrand. 
Biight-flalhing  thus,  a  meteor,  red  of  death, 
Is  feen  to  fet  on  Malmor's  duiky  heath; 

The 
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The  lonely  trav'ler  ftares  with  frightcn'd  eyes  ; 

A  darken'd  orb,  the  moon,  fvvinis  through  the  il^ies* 

The  battle,  f;iiJ  the  King,  I  ice  Is  o'er, 
My  valiant  friends  lie  we'.t'rmgin  their  gore; 
The  oaks  of  Crgmla  now  lament  their  death; 
S^nefs  is  fj^read  o'er  Lena's  fatal  heath; 
The  hunters,  in  their  firength,  are  proftrate  laid, 
Brave  Semo's  fon  is  numbered  with  the  dead. 
Tod  late  we  come  ;  — let's  hafte  to  wipe  away 
The  ftains  of  this  difnonourable  day. 
Sound  now,  mv  fons,  the  horn  ofFixGAL's  war, 
And  let  dark  Lochlin  take  its  turn  to  fear. 
Ryno  !  and  Fill  an  !  climb  that  mountain's  brow. 
And  to  the  Ihore  call  down  the  gloomy  foe; 
From  Laimdak^g's  grave,   (a  chief  who  fell  in  fight 
la  former  times),  let  them  roll  down  their  might : 

Loud 
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Loud  as  your  fathers,  let  the  foes  from  far 
Hear  your  dread  voice,  and  tremble  as  they  hear. 
FiNGAi.  fhall  here  the  mighty  man  aAvalt, 
On  Lena's  fliore  dark  Swaran  fliall  I  meet ; 
Let  him  acjvance  with  all  his  thronging  bands, 
And  with  his  thoufands  co'/er  all  the  fands: 
His  force  we'll  try;  — he'll  find  no  feeble  foe; 
Strong  are  their  friends  who  on  the  heath  lie  low. 

Quick  as  the  lightaing  gleams  athwart  the  nightj 
With  feet  of  wind  fair  Ryno  climbs  the  height; 
Dark  Fill  an,  fwift  as  autumn's  fhadow,  flies, 
And  loud,  o'er  Lena's  heath,  their  fh outs  arife. 
Their  voice  the  fons  of  ocean  hear  from  far  ; 
And  the  dread-founding  horn  of  Fingal's  war, 
Loud  as  the  roaring  eddies  of  the  main, 
From  Lochlin's  fnowy  hills  return  again. 

The 
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The  foes  thus  ftrong,  thus  dark,  thus  fudiJen.  pouFp 
Rolling  the  ftream  of  battle  tow'rds  the  fhore  : 
The  King  does  in  the  lowring  front  appear. 
In  difmal  pride  of  arms,   and  breathing  war  ; 
Wrath  on  his  dark-brow'd  forehead  fat  enthron'd, 
rWhile  from  his  rolling  eyes  flanies  flafli'd  around. 

FiNGALp  as  Starno's  foH  he  thus  behefd, 
With  port  fublime  advancing  o'er  the  field. 
His  foul  to  tender  palTions  ftraight  refign'd  ; 
Fair  Agandecca  ruft'd  upon  his  mind. 
S\7ARAN,  with  tears  of  youth,  and  heart-felt  woj 
Had  mourn'd  his  filler  when  he  faw  her  low; 
-The  fight  of  him  to  Fingal's  mem'ry  brought 
His  firft  of  loves  ;  — a  fadly  pleafing  thought.-— 
Then  tuneful  Ullin  he  difpatch'd  in  hafte, 
-T 'invite  the  fon  of  Starno  to  his  feaft. 
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Ullin  went  on  with  aged  (leps  and  ilow  ; 
And  In  thefe  words  addrefs'd  the  haughty  foe  : 
O  thou  !  who  leadeft  Loch lin's  troops  to  war, 
Who  dwelleft  in  thy  fea-girt  rocks  afar  ; 
The  King  of  Morven  bids  thee  to  his  feail  :  — • 
Let  bath  the  hofts  this  day  from  battle  reft ; 
Tc-morrow  we  fliall  tread  the  deathfal  field, 
Raife  high  the  fword,  and  break  the  echoing  lliield. 

To-day  we  fight,  —  faid  Starno's  v/rathful  fon. 
And  break  the  echoing  Ihields  :  — to-morrow's  fim 
Shall  fee  bold  Fingal  ilretch'd  beneath  my  hand. 
And  my  feaft  fmoking  on  tlie  founding  ilrand, 

Ulj.in  return'd  :  —  And  Fingal,  fmiling,  faid. 
To-morrow  let  the  hero's  feaft  be  fpread  ; 
This  day,  my  fons,  we  break  the  founding  fhields, 
And  drench  with  LocKLiN'sblood.greenERiN's  fields. 

Thou, 
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Thou,  OssiAN  !  next  thy  father  take  thy  (land; 
Gaul  !  let  thy  fword  beam  dreadful  in  thy  hand  ; 
With  fpeed,  O  Fergus  !  bend  thy  twanging  bow  ; 
Through  heav'n  thy  mally  fpear,  O  Fillak  !  throw  : 
Raife  high,  like  darken'd  moons,  the  echoing  fhiclds  ; 
Let  your  bright  darts  like  meteors  gild  the  fields. 
Now  follow  me  ;  —  my  path  to  glory  leads  ;  — - 
And  emulate  in  arms  your  fathers  deeds. 

As  when  a  hundred  winds  contend  on  high, . 
As  clouds  fucceffive  roll  along  the  fKy, 
As  from  a  hundred  hills  the  torrents  roar. 
As  the  dark  ocean  beats  the  trembling  fiiore  ; 
Thus  loud,  thus  vaft,  thus  roaring,  rulh  to  death 
The  lowring  hoPcs,  and  mix  on  Lena's  heath. 
The  furious  fiiock  makes  all  the  hills  refound ; 
Loud  fliouts,  and  direful  groans,  are  fpread  around. 

Vol.  IL  E  .    ,Noc 
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Not  fo  on  Con  A  burfts  the  ftormy  cloud; 
Nor  breaks  the  thunder  of  the  night  fo  loud. 
When  on  the  hollow  wind,  with  difmal  founds 
A  thoufand  ghofts  at  once  are  fhrieking  round. 

Fi>:gal  rufh'd  on,  exulting  in  his  might. 
Dreadful  as  Trenmor's  fpirit  through  the  night. 
When  on  the  whirhvind's  roar  the  flitting  ghoft, 
In  martial  terrors,  comes  to  Morven's  coaft, 
And  fends  the  children  of  his  pride  to  war ; 
As  on  a  fiery  beam  he  hovers  near,^ 
Rocks  trembling  fall  before  him  on  the  ground, 
The  hills,  with  all  their  oaks,  are  echoing  round  ; 
Pvefiftlefs  thus  my  father  ftrode  along. 
And  bore  amidft  the  thickefl:  of  the  throng. 
Awful  in  battle  thus  the  hero  ftood  ; 
Kis  arm  tremendous  mark'd  its  way  in  blood : 

Quick 
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Quick  whirl'd  aloft,  his  beamirxg  fvvord  he  held. 
It  flaOi'd  like  lightning  o'er  th' embattled  field. 
And  fcatter'd  terrors  through  the  hoftlle  train  ; 
Nor  ftrength,  nor  numbers,  could  his  fhock  fullahi : 
He  rag'd  refiulefs,  as  with  youthful  force, 
The  field  is  walled  in  his  dreadful  courfe. 

His  father's  deeds  fair  Ryno's  brcaPc  infpire. 
And  on  he  mov'd  a  pillar  bright  of  fire  : 
Strong  Gaul  advanc'd  with  dark  and  frowning  brow  5 
His  look  confounds,  his  fpear  confumes  the  foe. 
With  feet  of  wind  young  Fergus  urg'd  the  war  ; 
And  near  him  Fill  am  did  like  mi  ft  appear  : 
Firm  as  a  rock  myfelf  came  down  to  fight. 
And  rulh'd,  exulting  in  my  father's  might. 
That  day  my  hand  (Iretch'd  many  a  chief  in  death, 
My  fword  gleam'd  difmal  o'er  dark  Lena's  heath: 

E  2  Then 
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Then  was  my  joy  amidft  the  ftrlfe  of  fpears ; 
Nor  did  I  bend  beneath  a  weight  of  years  ; 
Time  had  not  filver'd  o'er  my  hoary  head ; 
My  well-flrung  nerves  then  better  fpirits  fed  ; 
Thefe  trembling  hands  of  age  had  pow'r  to  throw 
The  forceful  lance,  and  bend  the  ftubborn  yew  : 
With  heroes  I  was  wont  to  rufli  to  fight ; 
Nor  were  thofe  eyes  thus  clos'd  in  fhades  of  night ; 
Nor  chili  my  blood,  nor  furrow'd  was  my  face ; 
'Nor  fail'd  my  limbs,  now  feeble  in  the  race. 

The  many  deaths  of  people,  who  can  tell. 
What  mighty  deeds  were  done,  what  heroes  fell  ? 
When  FiNGAL,  rifing  in  his  kindled  wrath, 
Confum'd  tjie  fons  of  Loch l in  o'er  the  heath ; 
Groans  fwell'd  on  groans,  from  hill  to  hill  refound. 
Till  night's  darklhades  invoiv'd  the  world  around. 

The 
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The  broken  foes,  now  fmit  with  panic  fear. 
Pale,  ftaring,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer, 
Far  back  o'er  Lena  urge  their  fhameful  flight; 
AfTembled  there,  they  pafs  the  filent  night. 

By  Lu bar's  gentle  ftream  we  fit,  and  hear 
The  harp  with  fprightly  found  delight  the  ear. 
Great  Fingal  takes  his  flation next  the  foe, 
And  hears  the  fcngs  of  bards  harmonious  flow-; 
To  Morvek's  noble  race  their  harps  are  ftrung, 
Ths  warlike  chiefs  of  former  times  are  fung; 
The  pleafmg  (Iralns  are  fpread  along  the  field.— 
Attentive,  leaning  on  his  founding  fiiield, 
The  King  of  Mo rv en  fat;  —  the  whifiling  wind 
High  tofs'd  his  aged  locks  ;  -^hls  mighty  mind 
Roils  back  upon  the  days  of  former  years, 
As  'midd  the  fong  his  father's  deeds  he  hears. 

EcHdc 
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Befide  him,  leaning  on  his  bending  fpear, 
My  young,  my  lovely  Oscar,    does  appear  : 
With  admiration  he  beholds  the  King; 
Joy  to  his  fvvelling  foul  his  actions  bring; 
He  feels  his  youthful  breaft  with  ardour  glow, 
That  future  times  his  gallant  deeds  may  know. 

The  King  obferv'd,   and  to  him  thus  begun  : 
O  Oscar  !  pride  of  youth  !  fon  of  my  fon  ! 
This  day  thy  fword  I  faw  like  lightning  blaze  ; 
Thy  deeds  I  faw,  and  glory'd  In  my  race. 
Go  on,  thou  riilng  beam  !  increafe  in  fame. 
And,  like  thy  fathers,  fpread  thy  mighty  name  ; 
Renown'd  were  they  upon  th'  embattl'd  plain  ; 
Purfue  their  path,  and  be  what  they  have  been. 
V/hen  Trenmor,  the  great  father  cf  our  line. 
And  Trathal,  firH  of  men  !  in  arms  did  ihine ; 
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In  early  youth  they  trod  the  field  of  fame  ; 
Now  tuneful  bards  their  martial  deeds  proclaim. 
O  Oscar  !   when  amidft  the  dire  alarms, 
Tame  thou  the  proud,  and  bend  the  ftrong  in  arms  : 
But  when  thou  feed  the  feeble  hand  laid  low. 
Then  fpare  the  fuppliant,  falln,  unhappy  foe. 
To  guard  thy  people  from  impending  harms. 
Strong  as  a  roaring  ftream,  rufli  forth  to  arms ; 
But  to  all  thofe-  that  afk  thy  friendly  aid. 
Be  like  the  gale  that  moves  the  tender  blade. 
Thus  Trenmor  liv'd,  thus  Trathal  got  a  name, 
And  thus  did  Fiscal  alfo  rife  to  fame. 
■Th' opprefs'd  and  weak  to  me  forfuccour  Bfw ; 
Them  to  redrefs  my  glitt'ring  fword  I  drew; 
My  blazing  fteel  before  them,  like  heav'ns  fire, 

leam'd  bright,  and  made  their  fierceil:  fees  retire, 
^ffert  thy  birthright,  Ofcar  !   and  be  known 
"or  Fingal's  offspring,  and  for  Cssian's  fan. 

Like 
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Like  thee,  I  too  was  young  In  tolls  of  war, 
When  lovely  Fainassollis  came  from  far; 
The  King  of  Craca's  daughter  was  the  dame. 
Fair  to  behold,  a  mildly  fhining  beam  ! 
The  rofy  bloom  of  youth  adorn'd  her  face, 
And  all  her  fteps  fhow'd  dignity  and  grace. 
For  Cona's  heath  I  then  had  left  the  plain, 
To  chafe  the  deer ;  and  few  were  in  my  train : 
A  white -fail'd  boat  far  off  attrads  our  eyes. 
Like  mid  it  feem'd  on  ocean's  blafl:  that  flies  : 
Soon  it  approach'd  the  land  ;  —  we  faw  the  fair  ; 
The  wind  was  (Iruggling  in  her  raven  hair: 
Her  white  bread  heav'd  with  fighs, — and  fill'd  with  fears 
She  was ;  — her  ruddy  cheeks  were  bath'd  in  tears. — 
Soon  as  fne  faw,  in  hade  the  lovely  maid 
Ran  tow'rds  me.  —  Beauteous  damfel  !  calm  I  faid. 
What  makes  that  fnowy  bread  thus  heave  with  fighs  ? 
Why  drown'd  In  tears  do  I  behold  thofc  eyes  ? 

Young' 
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'Young  as  I  am,  fliy  can  I  thee  defend 

^rom  hanii  ?  —This  glitt'ring  fv/ord  thou  may'ftcam- 

mand  : 
This  arm  is  net  i:nniatch'd  in  bloody  war^ 
■  But  this  bolu  Iieart  a  (Iranger  is  to  fear. 

To  tiK2  I  ily,  widi  i^^giii  the  maid  reply'u, 
O  chief  of  mighty  men  !   fam'd  hir  and  wide  ; 
To  thee  my  life,  my  hcnour,  I  commend, 
Thou  ftay  and  fiipport  cf  the  feeble  hand. 
The  King  whom  Craca's  echoing  ille  obeys, 
Own'd  me  the  lonely  fun-beam  of  his  race  : 
Some  figure  there  I  made  ;  nor  was  my  name 
Obfcure,  nor  I  without  my  lliare  of  fame  : 
Numbers  there  courted  Fai>'AS0llis'  love; 
Oft  to  their  fighs  reply'd  Cromala's  grove  : 
'jNIong  thefe  the  chief  of  Sop, a  faw  me  fair  ; 
Be  lov'd  the  maiden  with  the  dark- brown  hair. 

Vol.  11.  F  Kis 
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His  f't\'orJ  a  beam  of  might  is  by  his  fiJe, 
But  dark  his  brow  ;  his  foul's  the  feat  of  pride  : 
I  Ihun  the  chief  along  the  wat'ry  way, 
And  he  purfues  me  o'er  the  rolling  fea. 

Difmifs  thy  fears,  thou  beam  of  light  !  I  faid  ; 
Rell  here  behind  my  fliield,  thou  lovely  maid  ! 
■For  if  this  hand  but  feccnd  this  bold  heart, 
Sora's  dark  chief  will  fall  beneath  my  dart; 
Elfe  drlv'n  In  flight,  again  he'll  feek  the  feii, 
And  meafure  back  with  fpeed  his  former  way. 
I  might  conceal  thee  far  from  fearching  eyes. 
In  fome  lone  cave  ;  —  but  Fingal  never  flies: 
Whenever  danger  threatens,  he  appears, 
And  his  foul  brightens  In  the  (lorm  of  fpears. 
On  cither  cheek  I  faw  the  trickling  tear, 
As  thus  I  fpoke  ;  —I  pitied  Cxaca's  fair. 

As 
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As  when  a  dreadful  wave  far  ofF  does  rife, 
The  fliip  of  ftormy  Bo  rear  met  our  eyes. 
High  bend  his  niafls  behind  his  fnowy  fails. 
As  o'er  the  deep  he  bounds  wiih  fwclling  gales  ; 
White  roll  the  waters  foaming  on  each  fide, 
The  flrcngth  of  ocean  founds  with  rulhing  tide. 

I  met  the  glccnr^.y  hero  on  the  flrand, 
(The  maid  ftood  trembling  by,  and  grafp'd  my  hand)  i 
Thou  rider  of  the  florm,  from  ocean's  roar, 
I  f^id,  v.-hohaft  arriv'd  on  Morven's  flicre. 
Strangers  are  ever  welcome  to  my  halls ; 
Come  thou,  partake  the  feafi:  within  my  walls* 
He  fent  his  anfwer  from  the  crooked  yew 
Already  bent  ;  —  the  founding  arrow  flew. 
And  pierc'd  the  fair. — She  fell  upon  the  (Irand.  — 
O  chief!  I  cry'd,  unerring  is  thy  hand  : 

F  2  Mearj.. 
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Mean  fame,,  alas  !   to  flay  {o  weak  a  foe ; 
But  now  prepare  thy  utmoftforce  to  Vaovr. 
Long  time  we  foiight,  nor  feeble  was  the  flrife  t 
The  prize  contended  was  for  either's  life. 
Enrag'd  at  length,  myfword  I  whirl'd  around. 
And  with  one  mighty  thruft  his  heart  I  found  ; 
The  gaping  wound  gufli'd  out  a  crimfon  flood  ; 
Reeling  he  fell,,  and  ftain'd  the  fands  with  blood. 
On  tlie  bleak  fhore  two  tombs  of  ftones-we  rear, 
In  which  we  place  the  haplefs  youthful  pair  : 
The  mariner  from  far  beholds  them  rife, 
■  As  o'er  the  foaming  waves  he  bounding  fliejs. 
Such  was,  I  in  my  youth,  fo  rofc  my  rage  ; 
Oscar,  do  thou  refemble  Fingal's  age; 
Seek  not  the  battle,  nor  on  danger  run  ;. 
But  wlizii  it  comes,  defpife  it  not,  nor  fliun. 
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FiLLAN,  and  Oscar,  of  the  dark- brown  hair, 
[Ye  children  of  my  race,  young  beams  in  ^var, 
JAlong  the  heath  of  roaring  v/inds  now  fly  ; 
(Look  rouad  if  Lo c  k  n  n 's  Tons  you  can  efpy  : 
|Go,  left  they  fhun  my  fword  through  fiient  night, 
jAnd  o'er  the  waves  precipitate  tlieir  iV.ghi : 
For  many  chiefs,  on  Lena's  bloody  heath, 
OfE&iN's  race,  lie  on  the  bed  of  death  ; 
The  fons  of  echoing  Cromla,  pale  and  low, 
DefprmM  with  gore,  their  ghaftly  faces  fhow; 
The  cliildren  of  the  florm,  opprefs'd  with  weight, 
Fell  unreveng'd  amid  th'  unequal  fight. 

He  fald  :  Like  two  dark  clouds  the  heroes  flew. 
Chariots  of  flitting  ghofts  that  meet  our  view. 
When  night's  dark  children  gliding  through  the  air 
On  clouds,  to  frighten  haplefs  men  repair. 

Then 
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Then  Gaul,  tlie  Ton  ofMoRNi,  faiYi'd  in  fight, 
Before  the  King  flood  like  a  rock  through  n-ght ; 
Kls  glitt'rlng  fpcar  is  beaming  to  the  flars  ; 
His  voice,  like  many  dreams,  the  hero  rears. 

O  FixGAL  !  King  of  niells  !  renown'd  afar; 
Thou  fon  of  battle,  and  thou  pride  of  war, 
(The  chief  thus  cries  aloud)  ;  —  hear  my  requcfl  ; 
Now  let  your  bards  footli  Erin's  friends  to  riil ; 
And,  FiNGAL,  do  thou -flieath  thy  fword  of  death, 
And  let  thy  people  fight  upon  the  heath. 
Thou  ever  mov'ft  the  terror  of  the  fields  ; 
Thou  art  the  only  breaker  of  the  Ihields; 
Darkcn'd  by  thee,  v.-e  fight  without  a  name  ; 
We  droop,  we  v/ithcr,  and  we  lofe  our  fame. 
To-morrow  let  me  lead  thy  Vx'arrior  train  ; 
Do  thou  behold  us  Rruggling  on  the  plain  ; 

Let 
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Lc-C  Loc:;lis  feel  the  fworJ  cf  Mor.:;rs  Ton, 

Th'J.t  bards  may  Ting  my  deeds  ia  battle  done,  — 

Such  was  the  cufioiii  of  thy  noble  race, 

The  rulers  of  the  war  In  former  days  ; 

And  fuch  thine  o\vn  in  battles  of  the  fpear, 

Thou  King  of  fwcrds,  that  knoi'/il  not  how  to  fear. 

•0  fon  of  MoRNi  !  thus  the  Klngreply'd, 
Thy  fame  ihall  be  ray  glory  and  ray  prtJe. 
Lead  MoRVEN's  fons  to-raorrow forth  to  fight. 
And  through  the  ran;:s  of  Loch li a  roll  thy  might: 
'On  C  ROM  la's  fide  thou  (halt  bcholJ  my  fpear. 
Heady  to  aid  thee,  fiiOuldR  thou  fail  in  war. 
And  nov.-,  yc  bards  !   your  tuneful  voices  raife, 
And  lull  me  Into  red  with  foolhing  lays. 
Here  will  I  lie  amidfl:  the  wind  of  night ; 
rFiNGAL  lliall  here  recline  till  n:crn::?g'3  jicrht. 
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O  Agandecca  !   lovely  hapleft  fair, 
'Mong-LoCHLiN's  clilldren,  if  thou  now  art  near  j 
If  thou  art  borne  along  by  whiiliing  blafts, 
Or  fiLt'il:  on  high  among  their  flirouded  mails ; 
Come  to  my  ibul,  my  fair-one,  in  a  dream. 
Show  thy  bright  face  upon  a  radiant  beam. 

Then  many  a  voice  and  harp  of  tuneful  found 
Arofe  J  —  the  m's.lting  mufic  fpreads  around  : 
Of  Fingal's  mighty  deeds  in  war  they  fmg, 
And  of  the  noble  race  of  Morven's  King. 
Someiimes  the  name  of  Os^ian,  'midtl;  their  ftralno,. 
Was  heard;  —  now  dark  and  forrowlng  he  remains - 

Oft  have  I  toil'd  in  the  rough  front  of  war. 
And  often  won  in  battles  of  the  fpear  ; 
Now  comfortlefs,  blind,  tearful,  and  forlorn, 
Lwalk  wi;h  little  men,  or  filcnt  mourn. 

Fingal! 
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FiNGAL  !  no  more  In  arms  doft  thou  appear ; 
Dead  is  thy  race,  once  dreadful  in  the  war  r 
Now  with  three  fteps  thy  grave  I  compafs  round  5 
O  thou  !   of  late,  who  waft  fo  mighty  found. 
Cold  is  the  bed  where  reft  thy  lov'd  remans ; 
Narrow  the  houfe  which  Mor  yen's  King  contains  : 
Long  in  thy  dwelling  dark  thou  now  an  laid, 
And  on  thy  verdant  tomb  the  wild  roe-    eed. 
O  K'ng  of  fvv'ords  !  bleft  be  thy  foul  in  d.athj 
Thou  molt  lenown'd  on  Cona's  echoing  heath. 


End    of   BOOK    III, 
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The  ARGUMENT  of  Book  IV. 

The  action  of  the  poem  being  fufp ended  by  nighty  Offian 
takes  that  opportitnity  to  relate  his  oivn  actions  at  the  lake  of 
Lego,  and  his  courtfhip  o/'Evirallin,  the  mother  o/Ofcar, 
luho  had  died  feme  time  before  the  expedition  of  Fingal  int9 
Ireland.— //<?r  ghofl  appears  to  him,  and  tells  him,  that 
Ofcar,  who  had  been  fent  the  beginning  of  the  night  to  oh' 
ferve  the  enemy,  was  engaged  with  an  advanced  party,  and 
ahmfl  overpoivsred. — Ofilan  relieves  his  fon  \—and  an  ^• 
larni  is  given  to  Fingal  of  the  approach  of  Swaran. — The 
King  rifes,  calls  his  army  ingeihsr,  and,  as  he  had promifed 
the  preceding  night,  devolves  the  command  on  Gaul,  the  fon 
c/'Morni ;  uhile  he  himfelf,  after  charging  his  funs  to  be- 
have gallantly,  and  defend  his  people,  retires  to  a  hill,  from 
whence  he  could  have  a  view  of  the  battle,— The  brittle  be- 
G  2  ^^^^'  "• 
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ginu—The  pet  relates  OfcRv^s  great  r.ftkns. — B:.t  uhen 
Ofcar,  in  coiiyiViBion  ivUh  his  father,  cofiqnered  in  cr.e 
iving;  Gaul,  who  was  attacked  ir>/  Swaran  hi  per f on,  was 
€}2  the  point  of  retreating  in  the  other  — Y'nv^cA  fenJs  UUin, 
his  bard,  to  encourage  hhn  with  a  warfong;  hut,  no'.wlth- 
(landifig,  Swaran /n'c'^i/j  ;  and  Gaul,  w:th  his  troops,  is 
chligedtogiveway.—Y'xn'y^^l,  defending  from  the  hi:l,  ral- 
lies ther/i  again. — Swaran  deffs  from  the  purfuit  \-~he 
fojpfes  himflf  oj  a  rifng  ground,  reflores  the  ranks,  and 
ivaits  the  approach  of  Yinga.\. — The  King  having  encouraged 
his  men,  gives  the  necejary  orders,  and  renews  the  battle. — 
Cuchullln,  who,  with  his  friend  Connal,  and  Carril  the 
lard,  had  retired  to  the  cave  of  Tura,  hearing  the  noife^ 
came  io  the  brow  of  the  hill  which  overlooked  the  field  of  battle  f 
'johere  }.?  faw  Fingal  engaged  with  the  enemy,  and  upon  the 
point  of  obtaining  a  complete  victory,'— Beifig  with  dificidty 

hindered 


j  C     53     J 

hindered  by  Connal /row    'yrning  Fingal,  he  fends  Carrll 
to  congratulate  ih^t  hero  upon  ha  Juccefs. 

Ths  cpifok  of  Evi-alHn  is  necefjary  to  clear  up  ftveral 
baffages  thai  foil 'rjo  nt  the  poem^  at  the  fame  time  that  it 
brm'^f  on  the  aft  ion  of  the  hooky  ivh:ch  may  hefuppofed  to  be- 
nn  about  the  middle  of  the  third  night  from  the  opeimig  of  ths 
otm — This  bookj  ai  many  of  (j^ix\\5  cowpjfitioniy  is  ad' 
Vrtf:;d  to  the  b  autful  Miilvina,  the  daughter  c/'Tofcar. — 
'he  appears  to  have  been  in  love  iiuth  Ofcar,  a}:d  to  have 
fefied  the  company  of  ths  father  after   the  death   of  ths 


Mavy  names  occur  in  this  book. — Such  as  are  net  r^^Gae- 
c  origin  -jje  pretend  fict  to  give  a  meajiing  to  : — Mofi  of  ths 
3.qVic  names  are  poetical,  and  char a^erific  of  the  perfons 
thing:  they  belong  to. 

Tofcar 
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Tofcar  and  Ofcar,  figntfy  ?nuch  the  fame  thwgf-~mO{. 
car,  intrepid 'y  —  an'Tofcar,  the  refolute  or  danntkfs  man, 
' — Evirallln,  a  word  cofnpofed  cf^xxvt  a  yew  tree,  and  \ 
aluine,  excellent: — Hence  the  lady  is  poetically  named  the 
exquifite  or  finely  Jh  aped  plant  or  branch: — Of  yen)  they  then 
made  hows, — Branno,  chearful,  engaging^  open  in  his  man-- 
z/fr.— Cor- mac,  of  Mac,  j/o^,  tf«^Caobhair,  relief  \  the 
fon  of  relief  or  refuge.  -  Colla,  or  Comhall,  meeting  or 
congrefs. — Durra,  or  Duibhre,  darknefs^  or  gloom — Ta- 
go,  or  Taogher,  chofen  or  diflinguijhed. — Freftal,  rea^ 
dyy  prefent  every  wAc-r^.— Dairo,  or  Taire,  heedful^ 
watchful. — Dala,  or  Dail,  flop  or  delay. — Mullo,  perhaps 
may  he  from  moUoch,  rough  or  hairy. — Scelacha,  figni- 
fies  a  r shear fer  of  deeds y  or  a  performer  of  aBions  worthy 
to  be  rehearfed.-^Og-ghn,  handfome  youth,  of  brave  dif 
pofitions. — Cerdal,  or  's'fear  dol,  or  fhior  dol,  fill  ad* 
vancirg.—  Du,  ma-reachdan,    black  compUxionedf  or 

hou 
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itut  the  broim^ — 0^-ear,  roung  ^^-o.— Dermid  Diar- 
mid,  we  fought,  or  the  man  of  our  chm  e — Terrnan,  or 
Teaiinun.  (helter  orjaptj, — Branno,  the  name  oj  a  rivetp 
eltar^  tranj^arent. 


F  I  N- 
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^T /"HO,  like  the  fliowVy  bow  on  Lena's  plains. 

Comes  from  the  mountain,  with  her  tender  ftrains  ? 
'Tis  Tos car's  whiie-arm'd  daughter  forth  does  move- 
It  is  the  maiden  of  the  voice  of  love. 
Oft  has  Malvina  heard  my  plaintive  fong; 
Oft  have  her  tears  of  beauty  ftream'd  along. 
When  I  rehears 'd  the  deeds  of  former  days. 
And  flie  attentive  liften'd  to  my  lays.  ^ 

Now  from  the  kill  the  weeping  fair  defcends,  \ 

To  hear  the  battles  of  her  valiant  friends; 
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To  know  of  her  lov'd  Oscar's  iilgli  renown. 
And  hear  the  gallant  adlions  of  my  fon. 

O  when,  alas  I   fliall  Ossian  ceafe  to  mourn, 
By  Cona's  echoing  ftream,  fad  and  forlorn  i 
My  youthful  years  in  war  and  battles  pad, 
My  age  with  darkeft  forro\v  is  o'ercaft. 

0  lovely  daughter  of  the  hand  of  fnow  ! 
Then  was  not  Ossian  thus  o'ercome  with  wo  ; 
Then  blind  and  comfortlefs  I  did  not  mourn, 
Nor  were  my  (leps  thus  dreary  and  forlorn, 
When  Everallin.,  with  the  dark-brown  hair, 
Gave  me  her  love,  the  fnowy  bofom'd  fair  I 
Grace  in  her  eyes  the  youthful  Ossian  found, 
Preferr'd  to  ftately  Cormac  far  renown'd. 
Her  love  a  thoufand  heroes  drove  to  gain; 
A  thoufand  fought  her,  but  they  fought  in  vain  : 

Vol.  I!.  H  Though 
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Though  brave  in  arms,  Vae  did  them  all  defpife  ; 

OssiAN  alone  v/a3  graceful  in  her  eyes. 

To  Lego's  fable  furge  I  bent  my  way, 

Where  the  fair  objecl  of  my  wilhes  lay ; 

Twelve  of  my  people  then  were  in  ray  train. 

With  me  from  Morvex  they  had  cr  fs'd  the  main. 

To  Branxo,  friend  of  ilrangers  !   ftraight  we  came, 

Father  of  Everallin,  lovely  dame. 

We  fpoke  to  I- ranno  of  the  founding  mail. 

Brave  youths,  faid  he,  from  whence  the  arms  of  ftecl  ; 

From  Morven's  lands  I  find  you  have  come  here, 

In  quefr  of  Ever  all  in,  blooming  fair  ! 

Already  has  fhe  many  chiefs  deny'd. 

And  Erin's  blue-ey'd  fons  fhe  has  defy'd: 

No  eafy  conqueft  is  the  lovely  dame, 

Who  has  refus'd  fo  many  fons  of  fame  : 

But  thou,  O  fon  of  Fingal  !  far  renown'd, 

May  thy  addrefles  be  with  fuccefs  crown'd, 

Happy 
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Happy  the  maid  to  thee  who  yields  her  charms  ; 
Thrice  happy  fhe  whom  thou  do'ft  guard  from  harms* 
Though  there  were  twelve  fair  damfels  of  my  race, 
Adorn'd  with  beauty,  blefs'd  w^ith  ev'ry  grace  ; 
Thine,   chief  !   alone,  fhou'd  be  my  fav'ring  voice  ; 
And  thine,  of  all  my  daughters,  were  the  choice. 

In  accents  mild  thus  aged  3ran:;o  faid ; 
Then  open'd  up  the  hall  where  dwelt  the  maid. 
The  dark-halr'd  Everallin  met  our  eyes  ; 
Her  dazzling  beauty  ftruck  us  wich  fjrprife  : 
She  held  me  not  long  time  in  anxious  pain; 
A  kind  return  my  ardent  fuit  did  gain. 
Joy  in  our  kindling  breads  of  ftcel  arofe  ; 
We  blefs'd  the  maid,  and  rufli'd  againft  her  foes. 

CoRMAC,  above  us  on  the  ncighb'ring  he'ght, 
With  his  bold  train,  awaits  the  ih.  ck  of  fi^ht : 

H.2  Ei'.  hi' 
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Eight  were  his  heroes,  bred  amidfl:  alarms ; 
The  heath  around  is  flaming  with  their  arms. 
Befide  the  chief,  young  Coll  a  does  appear. 
And  DuRRA  of  the  wounds,  well  Ikili'd  in  war  ; 
Tago  and  mighty  Toscar,  tow'ring  ftrode; 
There  Frestal  the  vitftorious,  frowning  Hood; 
Dal  a,  a  bulwark  in  the  narrow  v.'ay ; 
And  Dairo,  oft  fuccefsful  in  the  fray; 
Corwac,  with  graceful  looks,  before  the  band 
Appears  ;  —  his  fworcl  bright  beaming  in  his  hand. 

Ossian,  with  equal  numbers  in  his  train, 
Came  forth  to  meet  him  on  dark  Lego's  plain. 
Ullin   the  bi-ave,  the  ftormy  fon  of  war  ; 
And  Mullo,   of  the  gen'rous  deeds,  v/as  there; 
And  graceful  Scelacha,  of  ruddy  face, 
Dauntlefs  his  heart,  and  noble  was  his  race  ; 

Ogl.int, 
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3LAN-,   and  wrathrul  Cerdal,  trode  the  heath  j 
id  Duma- nice  AX,  with  his  brows  of  death  ; 
id  why  lliou'd  gallant  Ogar  be  the  laft, 
wide  renown'd  on  Ardven's  rocky  wafte  ? 

Now  clos'd  in  5;:];ht,  amici!t  the  warring  throng, 
AR  met,  face  to  face,  with  Dal  a  ftrong  : 
when  the  winds  ftrive  with  contending  force, 

D  roll  the  waves  in  their  impetuous  courfe  ; 

le  chieis  thus  fought ;  —  in  equal  arms  they  ftoocf, 

d  v.ounded  wound,  till  both  were  bath'd  in  blood  r 

rag'd,  his  fav'rite  weapon  Ogar  drew, 

d  with  his  dagger  'gainfl  his  foe  he  flew; 

le  times  he  bury'd  it  in  Dala's  fiJe  ; 
fell  in  death  ;  —  the  plain  re  echo'd  wide  : 

:e  ftormy  battle  turn'd  upon  the  field, 

d  CoRmAc's  chiefs  gave  back,  condraaiM  to  yield. 

CORMAC 
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CoRMAC  and  I  met  rhriee  in  fliock  of  war; 

His  buckler  thrice  I  piercM,  thrice  broke  his  fpear  ; 

Then  rous'd  anew,  one  iall  efrort  he  try'd, 

And  drew  his  gleamin^c^  faulchion  from  his  fide  : 

He  nifh'd,  reTolv'd  not  to  furvive  that  d;.y  ; 

Unhappy  youth  !   1  Jopp'd  his  head  away  : 

Fives  times  I  (hook  It  by  the  yellow  hair; 

His  friends  then  fled,  all  fmit  with  panic  fear. 

Whoever  then,.  O  lovely  maid  !   fhou'd  fayj 
When  thus  I  Rrove  with  heroes  in  the  fray, 
That  OssiAN,   blind,  forlorn,  unfit  for  fight, 
Forfaken  thus,  fliould  pafs  the  tedious  night; 
Firm  ought  his  mail  to  be,  well  fix'd  his  iTiIeld, 
His  arm  unmatch  d  in  battles  of  the  field. 

On  Lena's  gloomy  heath  now  dy''d  away 
The  found  of  mufic  and  each  tuneful  lay  : 
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"Ii'  Incond.mt  blafl.  blew  hard  amidil:  the  wood  ; 
ts  wither'd  leaves  an  oak  around  me  (Irew'd; 
ligh  wav'd  its  founding  branches  o'er  my  head, 
^nd  awful  darknefs  o'er  the  world  vras  fpread : 
Jtretch'd  on  the  heath,  I  could  not  yield  to  rell, 
The  thoughts  of  Evexallin  fili'd  my  breaft ; 
9v'hen,  lo  !   array'd  with  beauty  as  with  light. 
The  fair  appear'd  before  my  wond'ring  fight ; 
Wiih  blue  eyes  roll'd  in  tears  (he  hov'rlng  ftood, 
And  thus,  with  feeble  voice,  fpoke  from  her  cloud, 

Sleep'ft  thou  fecare,  O  Ossian  !  thus  fhe  faid, 
Nor  of  young  Oscar's  danger  art  afraid  ; 
By  Loch  Lily's  troops  my  fon  mud  be  inclos'd. 
Single  againn  a  multitude  oppos'd  : 
The  daring  youth,  btfide  the  lofty  oak 
Of  Lu bar's  ftream,  has  met  them  in  the  fhock. 

Arife 
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Arife  and  iiive  him,    ere  it  be  too  late, 
Left  thou  fh  luldft  mnurn  for  his  untimely  fate. 
She  faid  ;  and  as  a  dream  at  break  of  day. 
She  funk  into  her  cloud,  and  ruih'd  away. 
Sudden  I  rofe,  and  cloth'd  nie  in  my  mail, 
And  iheath'd  my  limbs  in  all  their  fhlnlng  fteel  t 
Supported  by  my  fi:)ear,  I  mov'd  along, 
Far  o'er  the  field  my  rattling  armour  rung  ; 
Humming  a  fong  I  went,  and,  void  of  fear. 
As  I  was  wont,  when  danger  did  appear  : 
To  chiefs  of  other  times  I  rais'd  my  voice, 
Like  diftant  thunder  Loch lin  heard  the  noife  ; 
Frighten'd  they  fled  confus'd,  and  in  a  croud. 
Their  broken  troops  my  gallant  fon  purfu'd. 

Then  after  Oscar  loud  my  voice  I  fend, 
Which  iike  a  roaring  ftream  I  did  extend  : 

Retnrnj 
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Keturn,  my  ion  !   I  call'd  ;  nor  rufli  on  death; 
Return  with  fpeed  to  me  o'er  Lena's  heath  : 

Enough  thou'il  lliewn  thy  valour  through  the  nighty 
Thy  foes  repell'd,  and  drove  In  ihameful  flight ; 
No  farther  now  their  fcatter'd  bands  purfue, 
Left  they  fhou'd  rally,  and  the  fight  renew  : 
Come  back,  my  fon,  and  flop  thy  bloody  hand  ; 
On  Ossian's  aid  thou  necd'ft  not  nov/  depend. 

His  founding  fleel  is  pleaflmt  to  my  ear. 
As  o'er  the  heath  his  nimble  tread  I  hear  : 
To  me  he  came,    and  made  my  heart  rejoice; 
Why,  father,  didft  thou  ftop  my  hand,  he  cries  ? 
Thoufands  ere  this  wou'd  gafp  away  their  breathy. 
The  field  be  ftrewn  with  carnage  and  with  death* 
Thy  fon  and  Fillan  met  them  at  the  ftream. 
As  dark  and  dreadful  o'er  the  heath  they  came, 

Vol.  IL  I  A:\d 
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And  filent  roird  along  their  thronging  might. 

Watching  the  terrors  of  the  gloomy  night. 

A  lane  of  ilaughter'd  bodies  we  have  made 

With  our  keen  fwords,  and  loth  have  thee  obey'd :_, 

And  now  dark  Loch l in  gathers  all  its  bands  ; 

Loud  as  the  winds  on  Mora's  fnowy  fands. 

Drive  ocean's  waves  amid  the  ftormy  night, 

Li  founding  arms  they  thus  advance  to  fight. 

As  here  I  came,  the  meteors  red  of  death 

I  faw,  and  heard  the  ghofts  Hirlek  o'er  the  heath ; 

To  meet  the  foes,  my  father,  let's  prepare; 

I  Will  aroufe  great  Fin  gal  to  the  war ; 

The  King  who  joys  amid  the  ftrife  of  fpears. 

Who  fmiles  in  danger,  nor  gives  way  to  fears; 

But,    like  the  fun,  when  clouds  the  heavens  deform, 

Breaks  through  the  darknefs,  and  difpels  the  ftorm. 

Mean 
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Mean  time  greatFiNGAL  ftarted  from  a  dream  ; 
For  through  his  reft  a  vifion  to  him  came. 
He  ftarted,  rofe,  and  lean'd  on  Trenmor's  fiiield, 
Which  oft  had  lightcn'd  o'er  th'  embattl'd  field  ; 
Which  oft  his  fathers  rais'd  in  former  days, 
And  oft  had  ftione  in  battles  of  his  race. 
The  mournful  form  of  Agandecca  came, 
And  fhew'd  herfelf  to  Fiscal  in  his  dream  ; 
The  fair  came  flowly  from  the  rolling  fea, 
And  over  Lena  bent  her  lonely  way; 
With  grief  and  heavy  care  fhe  feem'd  oppreft  ; 
Pale  was  her  face,  like  Cromla's  floating  mift ; 
Along  her  cheeks  the  dark  tears  throng  defcend  ; 
She  ftood  in  a6l  to  fpeak  ;  —  her  lily  hand 
Oft  from  her  robe  (he  rais'd  ;  —  of  ambient  air 
The  robe  was  form'd,  through  which  appear'd  the  fair  j 
Silent,  fhe  often  turn'd  afide  her  eyes, 
While  her  white  bofom  heav'd  with  fwelling  fighs  ; 

1  2  With 
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With  her  dim  hand  outftretch'd  above  the  chief. 
She  flood,  unable  to  exprefs  her  grief. 

To  whom  thus  Fix  gal,  with  a  heavy  figh  : 
Daughter  of  Starno  !    why  that  tearful  eye  ? 
Why  is  thy  £acq  fo  pale,  thou  flitting  (hade ; 
Why  haft  thou  hither  come  in  clouds  array'd? 
She  anfwer'd  not,  but  vaniih'd  from  his  fight, 
And  quick  retir'd  amidll  the  biaft  of  night. 
The  fair  lamented  for  her  valiant  friends 
That  were  to  perifli  by  great  Fingal's  hands; 
She  mourn'd  for  thofe  who  on  dark  Lena's  heath. 
By  Morven's  fons,  v/ould  foon  be  ftretch'd  in  death. 

Penfive  he  rofe,  and  lean'd  againft  his  fliield, 
While  in  his  foul  the  fair  he  ftill  beheld : 
Then  fudden  Oscar's  fteps  invade  his  ears, 
Along  the  fields  his  founding  tread  he  hears : 

From 
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From  far  the  King  the  blooming  hero  Tpy'd, 
And  the  grey  ihield  dim-beaming  on  his  fide  j 
Fornowo'er  Ullin's  waves  the  morning  came, 
And  Ihoue  along  the  heath  with  flckly  beam. 

What,  Oscar,  do  the  foes  am.idft  their  fear  ? 
Said  Morven's  King,  and  gralp'd  his  Ihining  fpear  ; 
Or  do  they  urge  their  flight  through  ocean's  foam  ? 
Or  to  the  founding  ftrife  of  fteel  will  come  ? 
But  why  fhould  Fingal  afk  ?     I  hear  their  voice  ; 
The  early  wind  brings  here  their  rufliing  noife  : 
O'er  Lena's  heath,  O  Oscar  !  fpread  th' alarms, 
And  let  the  friends  of  Erin  rife  to  arms. 

By  flreamy  Lubar's  (lone  the  hero  flood, 
A.nd  thrice  he  rais'd  his  drcadiul  voice  aloud  : 
Deer  from  the  fountains  flarted  at  the  found  ; 
Thz  hills;  with  all  their  rocks,  are  fhaking  round ; 
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His  well-known  voice  the  fons  of  Mcrven  hear; 
At  once  they  fpring.  they  roufe,  they  rufh  to  war  : 
Lo  :d  as  a  hundred  ftreams  that  burfting  pour 
Their  waters  to  the  plain,  and  foaming  roar; 
Throng  as  the  thick'ning  clouds,  fucceffive  fly. 
And  gather  to  a  temped  o'er  the  ikj  ; 
Round  Fingal's  dreadful  voice,  thus  Morven's  bands, 
Throng-gath'ring  croud,  and  wait  his  high  connmands,  ! 
The  fummons  of  the  King  with  joy  they  hear ; 
Oft  had  he  led  them  forth  to  bloody  war, 
And  ofren  had  they  from  th'  enfanguin'd  plain 
Return'd  with  fpoils  of  foes  in  battle  flain. 

Be  ready  now  to  meet  dark  Lochlin's  fiiock, 
Ye  children  of  the  ftorm  !  the  King  thus  fpoke  ; 
Now  to  the  death  of  thoufands  roll  your  might ; 
FiNGAL  from  yonder  hiUihall  fee  the  fight : 

Thence 
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Thence  fliall  your  King  the  rage  of  war  furvey, 

And  witnefs  your  brave  adlons  in  the  fray  ; 

My  Iword  you  fhall  behold  high  waving  thence, 

The  dread  of  foes,  of  friends  the  fure  defence. 

This  day,  I  truft,  its  aid  fliall  needlefs  prove. 

As  under  Gaul's  diredlion  forth  you  move ; 

For  MoRNi's  fon,  this  day,  the  firft  of  nien. 

Leads  on  my  warriors  to  th'  embattl'd  plain : 

Follow  his  path  to  conqueft  and  to  fame. 

That  future  bards  his  pralfes  may  proclaim. 

Ye  ghofts  of  heroes  dead  !   that  flit  in  air  ; 

Ye  riders  of  the  ftorm  of  Cromla  !  hear; 

My  people  falling  in  the  well -fought  fray, 

Receive  with  joy,  and  to  your  hills  convey  ; 

Thence  may  the  blaft  that  o'er  dark  Lena  roars, 

Waft  them  along  the  deep  to  Mo rv en's  ihores, 

That  to  my  foul,  in  reft,    the  fons  of  fame' 

May  come  to  glad  me  in  my  fnent  dream, 

I  Ye 


72  F    I    N    GAL.  Book  IV, 

Ye  children  of  my  race,  young  beams  in  war  1 
FiLLAN,  and  Oscar,  of  the  dark-brown  hair; 
Thou  blooming  Ryno,  with  the  pointed  Itcel, 
Dauntlefs  ruih  on,  your  ilrength  let  Lochlin  feel; 
Advance  with  valour,  and  impetuous  force  ; 
Behold  the  fon  of  Morni  in  his  courfe  ; 
Rival  your  leader's  deeds  amiaft  the  fray^ 
Attend  his  orders,  and  fubmifs  obey  : 
Let  not  your  fwords  be  feeble  in  the  flrife, 
But  be  not  ralh-,  nor  prodigal  of  life  ; 
Let  not  your  ardour  lead  you  too  far  on^ 
Suffice  it  that  the  victory  is  won  :. 
Then  fpare  your  foes  ;  refirain  your  bloody  hands  ; 
But,  above  all,  proteft  your  father's  friends. 
Thus  mindful  of  th€  chiefs  from  whom  you  came. 
You'll  rife  to  conqueft,  and  to  deathlefs  fame. 
And  fliou'd  you  Jiere,  my  children,  full  in  %ht. 
Soon  fhall  we  fee  each  cLh;r  with  delight ; 
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Soonmuft  I  follow,  and  my  flitting  lliade 
Sli:\\l  meet  your  pale- cold  ghofts  In  clouds  array 'd  ; 
On  blafts  we'll  ride  together  through  the  iky. 
And  o'er  the  hills  of  Con- A  joyful  fly. 

As  when  a  eloiid  o'ercharg'd  with  thunder  dire. 
Its  dark  fklrts  edg'd  around  with  heav'n's  red  Arc, 
Portending  ilorm,  moves  flowly  o'er  the  fl^y, 
And  weRward  from  the  morning-beam  does  fly;. 
Thus  FiNGAL  moves,  retiring  from  the  fight; 
His  armour  cafls  around  a  dreadful  light : 
Oft  he  looks  back,   and  views  the  ruihing  war  ; 
The  wind  is  ftruggllng  in  his  hoary  hair ; 
On  C  ROM  la's   fliaggy  fide  he  takes  his  Hand  ; 
Two  pond'rous  fpears  he  carries  in  his  hand  ; 
Three  bards  attendant  on  the  hero  came, 
To  bear  his  orders  to  his  fons  of  fame  : 

Vol.  II.  K  Bh 
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His  fword  like  ilghtning,  waving,  we  belielJ, 
And  as  he  wav'd,  we  mov'd  along  the  field. 

In  Oscar's  face  a  kindling  joy  arofe  ; 
Kis  eye  fheds  tears,  his  cheek  rcd-flulhing  glows; 
His  fword  is  in  his  hand  a  beam  of  fire  ; 
Smiling  he  came,  and  thus  addrefs'd  his  fire ; 
OssiAK  !   thou  mighty  ruler  of  the  war, 
Father,  this  once  thy  fon  propitious  hear  ; 
If  ever  I  found  fivour  in  thy  fight. 
With  Morven's  chief  do  thou  retire  from  fight  j 
A  glorious  race  thou  haft  already  run  ; 
This  day  allow  the  battle  to  thy  fon ; 
This  day  let  Oscar,  gain  a  mighty  name  ; 
Retire,  and  let  me  equal  Ossiak's  fame; 
Let  me  fpread  terror  "mong  the  hoftile  train, 
Or  nobly  fall  on  Lena's  heathy  plain :  ' 


And 
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And  fliou'd  it  be  my  fortune  to  lie  low. 
To  thee  I  recommend  that  breaft  of  fnovv, 
Toscar's  white-handed  daughter,  haplefs  fair  ! 
That  lonely  funbeam  of  my  love  and  care  : 
Comfort  and  footli  her,  O  thou  gallant  chief ! 
For  me  the  maiden  will  be  funk  in  grief. 
Methinks  I  now  behold  the  mournful  dame, 
Bend  from  the  rock  that  overhangs  the  flream. 
In  tears ;  —  her  fofc  hair  round  her  bofom  flies, 
Tv'hile  for  her  Oscar  iae  pours  forth  her  lighs  : 
Tell  her,  that  lightly  bounding  nov/  I  glide 
Around  my  hills,  as  on  the  winds  I  ride ; 
And  that  I  hope  to  meet  the  lovely  maid 
Hereafter  in  a  golden  cloud  array'd . 

Why  do'iT:  thou  thus  anticipate  thy  doom, 
[0-3 CAR  ?  I  faidj  raife  thou  thy  father's  tomb, 

K  2  The 
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The  figlit,  my  fon,  to  thee  I  will  not  yield, 
But  firft  and  bloodieft  in  the  deathful  field, 
My  arm  through,  thickeft  ranks  fhall  cut  a  wny, 
And  teach  thee  how  to  conquer  in  the  fray. 
Remember,  Oscar,  when  thy  father's  low. 
To  place  this  fword  befide  him,  and  this  bow  ; 
And  let  this  founding  horn  be  alfo  near. 
Wherewith  I  often  rous'd  the  dark-brown  deer  : 
V/hen  thou  behold 'ft  me  number'd  with  the  Hain, 
Let  thefe  with  me  In  tliat  dark  houfe  remain, 
Whofe  mark  is  one  grey  ftone.  —'No  weeping  fair 
Have  I  to  leave  behind  me  to  thy  care : 
The  graceful  Everallin  is  no  more; 
Peaceful  flie  fleeps  on  Mo r yen's  founding  fhore. 

Such  were  our  words,  when  Gaul's  tremendous  voice 
•■Came  growing  on  the  wind  with  roaring  noife  ; 

His 
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[is  father's  IworJ,  high-wav'd  in  his  bold  hand, 
hot  trembling  rays  that  glimmer'd  o'er  the  land  ; 
"he  fliouting  hoft  to  his  loud  voice  refounds  ; 
'orward  he  leads  to  battle,  death,  and  wounds. 

As  fwcUing  farges,  with  a  thund'ring  roar, 
Vhite  bubbling  foam,  and  lafh  the  trembling  iliore, 
'irm  as  the  rocks  of  ooze  meet  roaring  waves, 
Thus  holl:  meets  holt,  thus  each  the  other  braves  ; 
'Vith  lowring  fronts  at  once  they  both  advance 
^gainil:  each  other,  arm'd  with  fword  and  lance  : 
Ian  clos'd  with  man,  'gainft  Ihlelds,  Ihields   clafliing 

found  ; 
>pears  fly,  men  fall,  the  earth  with  blood  is  drown 'd  ; 
;^ick  whirl'd  their  beaming  fwords,  fo  rung,   fo  rofe^ 
\s  \tl\Qn  a  hundred  hammers  deal  the  blows 
3n  the  red  hiffing  fteel ;  —  by  turns  they  rife 
And  fall,  the  fire  around  in  fparkles  liies. 

On 


78  F    I    N    G    A    L.  Book  IV. 

On  xA.RDVEN  as  a  whirlwind  bends  its  force, 
Thus  Gaul  advanc'd  impetuous  in  his  courfe, 
With  his  refulgent  fword  ;  — his  dreadful  hand 
Wide  fpreads  deftrudlion  through  the  hoftile  band. 
As  waileful  fire  on  Gormal's  echoing  heath; 
Thus  SwARAN  raging,  ftretch'd  his  foes  in  death. 
But,  oh  !  v/hat  voice,  what  numbers  can  difplay, 
The  deaths  and  valiant  adlions  of  that  day ; 
How  many  heroes  fell  on  either  fide 
In  bloody  fight,  and  by  whofe  hands  they  dy'd  ? 
Myfelf  amldil  the  gloomy  Pcrife  was  found, 
With  fword  high  flaming,  dealing  deaths  around  ; 
And,  Oscar,  terrible  wert  thou  in  fight ; 
My  befl,  my  braved  fon,  excell'd  in  might ; 
My  fecret  foul  rejoic'd,  as  I  beheld 
The  youth  with  flaughter'd  champions  flrcw  the  Bdd, 
And  his  bright  fword  high-beaming  o'er  the  flain. 
Through  Lena's  heath  dark  Lochlin  fled  amain; 

With 
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With  feet  of  wind  we  hung  upon  their  rear  ; 

The  fword  reach'd  fome,  and  fome  the  pointed  fpear. 

As  ioofen'd  ftones  from  rock  to  rock  rebound  ; 

As  echoing  woods  to  axes  loud  refouijd  ; 

As  thunder  rolls  in  difmal  broken  peals, 

With  repercuffion  dire,    from  hills  to  vales  ; 

Thus  death  to  death  fucceeds,  and  blow  to  blow, 

From  Oscar's  hand  and  mine  among  the  flying  foe. 

But  Gaul,  meanwhile,  who  led  the  other  wing, 
Is  hemm'd  about  by  Lochlin's  gloomy  King  ; 
There  like  the  rufhing  tide  of  Inkistore, 
Round  Mo RNi's  fon  the  troops  of  Swaras  pour. 
FiNGAL,  from  Cromla's  fide,  his  friend  beheld. 
By  the  throng  foe  inclos'd  upon  the  field  ; 
Hehalfarofe,  and  half  aiTum'd  his  fpear, 
Ready  to  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war. 

But 
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But  though  his  wrath  was  kindled  at  the  fi'^ht. 
Sudden  he  ftopp'd,  nor  forward  rufli'd  to  fight ;. 
He  hop'd  that  Gaul  might  yet  repel  the  foe  ; 
To  him  he  bade  the  aged  Ullin  go  : 
The  King  of  Mo r yen  thus  the  bard  befpoke; 
Thou  feefl  our  friend  inclos'd,   our  army  broke  ; 
With  all  thy  hade,  O  bard  !   defcend  the  height; 
Infpire  brave  Gaul  flill  to  maintain  the  fight.; 
Remind  him  of  the  race  from  w^hence  he  came  ; 
Let  him  not  fiy,  nor  blot  his  former  fame  : 
With  fong,  0  bard  !  fupport  the  yielding  fight ; 
Song  fires  the  hero,  and  improves  his  might. 

With  graceful  fteps  of  age,  tall  Ullin  went,  1 

And  tow'rds  the  King  of  fwords  his  courfe  he  bent.       ^ 
The  tuneful  bard  the  hero  thus  addrefs'd  : 
Gaul  !  thou  high-bounding  chief  of  dauntlefs  bread  ! 

Son 
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Son  of  the  ruler  of  the  generous  RccJs  ! 
VrhD  joy'fl:  to  mingle  \vherc  the  battle  bleeds  ! 
Hiird  is  thy  heart ;   thou  cioTt  in  danger  fmlle  ; 
Strong  is  thy  hand  in  cv'ry  pcr'lou.s  toil. 
Vrarrirr,  v/hofe  arms  to  ccnquefc  know  the  way, 
Cut  down  the  foe,   dcilroy  them  in  the  fray; 
Let  none  efcaoc  ii-oiYi  Luna's  bloody  Ihore  ; 
Lei  no  white  fail  bound  round  dark  Ixnistore. 
Liiie  thunder  be  thine  arm  amidfl  the  facck. 
Thine  eyes  like  fire,   thy  heart  of  folid  reck; 
Through  tliickef^  ranks  wliirl  round  thy  fwcrd  in  fipht. 
Bright  as  a  ftreaming  meteor  of  the  night ; 
Dire  as  the  ilame  of  death,  lift  high  thy  Ihield, 
DiiFafmg  terrors  o'er  th'  embattl'd  field. 
Son  of  the  ruler  of  the  generous  fteeds ! 
Who  joy'ft  to  mingle  where  the  battle  bleeds  I 
[      O-  thou  whofe  arms  to  conquefl  know  the  way  ! 
Cut  down  the  foes,  deHroy  them  in  the  fray. 
VoL.n.  L  The 
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The  hero's  foul  was  fir'd  by  Ullin's  fong; 
He  bo:e  ami^Ift  the  th'ckeil  of  the  throng  : 
But  SwARAN  overpow'r'd  him  on  the  plain 
"With  thronging  bands,  and  cleft  his  fhield  in  twain. 
The  fans  of  Morven  then  gave  way  to  fear  j 
They  yield,  they  fly,  nor  longer  urge  the  war. 

With  grief  i;reat  Fimgal  from  the  height  beheld 
His  friends  thus  fcatter'dj  and  conHrain'd  to  yield  ; 
Prone  down  the  fteep  in  ratt'ing  arms  he  bent 
His  courfc  ;  —  his  voice  before  him  thrice  he  fent  ; — > 
The  v.'oods  of  Cromla  anAver'd  to  the  found. 
The  neighboring  hills  re-echo'd  all  around. 
Abafh'd,  his  friends  the  dreadful  fignal  hear  ; 
They  fee  the  King  rufii  forward  to  the  war : 
They  (land,  nor  farther  from  the  foe  retreat ; 
But  Fingal's  eyes,  afham'd,  they  dare  not  meet: 

Blufliing 
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Bhilliing  they  rally,  and  tlielr  pow'rs  unite, 
And  wait  his  orders  to  renew  the  fight. 
As  when  the  fun  hot-beciining  from  en  high, 
Scorches  the  hills,  nnd  iniikcs  the  rivers  dry; 
When  the  llirank  herbage  thirfls  for  dews  in  vain. 
And  deer  in  Hiades  forfake  the  parched  plain, 
A  rainy  clond  appears  at  noontide-hour, 
Slow- rolling,  and  the  fields  expect  the  Ihow'r: 
Tlius  to  h.'~,  troops  o'eripent,  the  King  appears, 
Their  drooping  courage  thus  his  prcfcnce  cheers. 
S\va?.a:;,    before  his  bands,   with  awe  beheld 
The  dreadfal  King  of  IMorven  en  the  field  ; 
He  cai rd  his  fqaadrons,  and  reilrain'd  their  force, 
A.nd  fad'lcn  P.opp'd  in  his  viiflorlous  courfe. 
Diilurb'd  and  dark  he  lean'd  agalnd  his  fpcar. 
And  with  red  eye  furvcy'd  the  coming  vs-ar ; 
Doubtful  to  undertake  the  fatal  fight. 
Silent  he  flood,  and  fcorn'd  ignoble  flight,    ' 

L  2  As 
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As  Vv-J:ea  an  cak  on  Lu bar's  banks  is  Teen, 
"Whore  leafy  arms  did  once  o'erfliade  the  p'ain ; 
Bu:  bladsd  kov/  by  licav  n's  red  fire,  and  bare, 
It  fpreads  Irs  finged  branches  to  lbs  a'r  ; 
Its  ilately  head  is  o'er  the  ilream  dcclia'ti, 
And  the  grey  n:;ors  is  whiPuIng  to  the  wind  : 
Thoughtful  and  overaw'd  thus  ftood  the  King, 
And  filent  vievv'd  his  troops  from  wing  to  wing  ; 
Tlien  fiovv  "vvithdrcv/  theni  from  the  field  of  death, 
Andxiark  ret;r"d*to  Lena's  ridng  heath  : 
His  hoft,  its  cronding  thcufands  round  him  ponrs. 
And  there  the  gaih'ring  ftorci  of  battle  lowrs. 

FiNGAL,  before  his  troops,  prepar'd  for  fight, 
"Shone  like  a  beam  of  heavhi  in  armour  bright ; 
Wis  heroes  gather  at  the  dreadful  nciie, 
,As  forth  he  fends  his  powerful  v/arning  voice. 
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ThiK  he  commands  :  —  l.ly  R.inJiirds  ralfe  on  Iilgli, 
iLet  them  to  Lena's  wind  now  vraving  fly; 
Let  tliem  as  ilreams  of  many  hills  a'-pc:ir. 
Advancing  o'er  the  ficKl,  dread  rip,nsr.f  war  ! 
Let  them  of  Erin's  bal'Jcs  iis  ren^nnd. 
When -we  behold  tlicm  rualing  In  the  wind. 
And  now,  ye  leaders  of  each  gallant  band. 
That  from  a  thoufand  hl!l5  In  Mor  yen's  hind 
Have  roU'd  your  ftren^c^th,  like  many  flreams  thatroar;, 
Be  near  your  Ki:ig,  attend  his  words  of  powV. 
CAULj'ftrongcn:  arm  of  death  !   exert  thy  might; 
And  thou,  youn.^-  Oscap.  !  of  the  fature  f-ht; 
CoNN.^L  cf  :"cRA,  with  the  pointed  Reel, 
Let  L.^'  tiirong  foe  this  day  your  fury  feel  : 
Thou  blccniing  Deri.iid,   of  the  dark  brcvai  hah', 
ps.siAN,  of  m.iny  foHc:;'--,  mine  arm  be  near; 
'  vour  father  rufhing  to  the  fight, 

h  the  ranks  of  Lochlin  roll  your  m-'ghf. 

The 
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The  funbeam  bright  of  battle  then  we  rear, 
The  King's  broad  ftandard  Is  difplay'd  hi  a.T  ; 
Joy  In  each  hero's  kindhng  breall  does  rile, 
As  ftreamlng  to  the  wind  It  dreadful  flies ; 
Like  the  blae  canopy  of  night  unroll'd 
It  fiione  ;  —  above  bright  Rudded  o'er  vvith  gold:  — 
Each  hero  had  his  IlLmdard  on  the  plain 
Wide  fpreading ;  —  each  too  had  his  gloomy  men.. 

Behold,  thus  fald  the  King,  how  on  the  fide 
Of  yonder  height  dark'LocHLiN-'s  bands  divide; 
Like  broken  clouds  upon  the  hill  they  form. 
Or  lofty  oaks  half-fliatter'd  by  a  ftorm, 
Vfhen  through  the  once  thick  branches  v/c  defcry  * 

The  face  of  heav'n,  and  meteors  pafTing  by. 
You  then,  my  brave  companions  of  the  war  I 
What-FiNGAL  orders  with  attention  hear.j 

Each 
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Each  for  hinifelf  now  fiiigle  with  his  eye, 

One  of  thofe  bands  that  darkly  frown  fo  high. 

I^et  ev'ry  valiant  leader  of  my  friends 

Face  liis  own  troop,  as  each  to  war  defcends  ; 

'Gainfl:  which  let  him  exert  his  ikill  and  might, 

As  if  on  him  depended  all  the  fight. 

Thus  none  Ihall  'fcape  from  Erin's  fatal  fhore. 

To  hound  along  the  waves  of  Innistore  : 

Thus  LocHLiN  fhall  be  cralh'd  on  Lena's  plain  ; 

No  Ihip  fliall  from  its  groves  e'er  crofs  the  main. 

Then  thus  great  Gaul  :  —In  fight  the  lance  I'll  iliake 
Againll  the  fev'n  bold  chiefs  from  Lano's  lake; 
My  fword,  faid  Oscar,  in  the  battle's  roar. 
Shall  meet  the  gloomy  King  of  Innistore  ; 
Innis con's  chief  Ihall  all  my  fury  feel, 
Said  valiant  Connal,  of  the  heart  oi  Heel ; 

This 
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This  day  fiiall  Mud a>;'s- chief,  or  I,  be  LiiJ 
On  clay-coId  earth,  the  d.iri:-hair'd  Der.t.iid  laid  : 
My  choice,  though  now  fo  vrcak,    and  void  offi^-hl-. 
Was  Terma:\'s  batthng  Ivi:ig  aiiiidi^:  the  fi_;^ht  •, 
I  prorais'd,  as  a  trv">pi)y  from  the  field, 
To  carry  cfftJie  hero's  dark- brown  fh'ehl. 
Elefb'd  and  vikfloriciis  be  iny  chiefs,  ilius  fpcke 
The  mighty  Fixgal,  cf  the-mildeil  lookj 
SwAP-AN,  thou  King- cf  roaring- waves  !   prepare 
To  meet  rny  force  in  the  rude  ihock  of  v/ar. 

Now  as  a  hundred  diiTerent  winds,  that  pour 
Their  flrcng'h  through  many  vales  with  furious  roar. 
The  fons  of  Mo rv en,  arm'd  with  fword  and  hmcc, 
Divided,  dark,  in  different  bands  advance, 
Tow'rds  Lo  c  H  L I N  's  troops. — Crom  L  A  is  echoing  round. 
As  mix  both  hofls  in  fight,  with  direful  found, 

Bb't 
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But  when  we  clofed  in  the  ftrife  of  fteel, 
The  many  deaths,  the  fianghter,  who  can  tell. 
Of  Swaran's  troops,  amldil  the  bloody  fray  ? 
Or  how  the  rage  of  battle  rofe  that  day  : 
We  fweep  before  us  Lochlin's  gloomy  ranks  ; 
Thund'ring  they  fall,  hke  roaring  Cona's  banks. 
Victorrous  were  our  arms  on  Lena's  heath ; 
Each  hofllle  leader  fled,  or  funk  in  death. 
Each  chief  fulfill'd  his  prom'ife  ; — Locklin  yield:> 
And  heaps  of  flaughter'd  bodies  drew  the  fields. 

By  B  RAN  no's  murm'ring  ftream,  O  lovely  maid  ■ 
Often  haft  thou,  reclin'd  at  eafe,   been  laid  ; 
There  to  the  breeze  has  figh'd  thy  flowing  hair^ 
And  oft  was  feen  to  rlxe  thy  bofom  fair, 
White  as  the  fwan's  foft  down,  when  flow  fhe  fails 
Along  the  lake,  while  blow  the  fidelong  gales : 

Vol.  II.  M  There 
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There  hafi;  thou  fcen  the  fun,  a  fullen  fire, 
Frugal  cf  light,  behind  his  cloud  retire  ; 
The  niL^ht  upon  the  mountains  gath'ring  round. 
While  through  the  narrow  vales,  with  blufl'ring  found, 
Ilcar'd  the  unfrequent  blafl: ;  —  the  rain  beats  hard 
At  length,  and  thunder,  in  loud  peals,  is  heard  ; 
Along  the  rocks  the  lightning  glances  bright ; 
On  beams  of  fire  thin  fpirits  ride  through  night; 
The  mountain-torrents  rufliing  to  the  plain, 
Roar  down  the  fteep,  and  headlong  feek  the  main. 
Thus  dreadful  was  the  fight,  thus  loud  th'  alarms. 
Of  mingling  hofts,  thou  maid  of  fnowy  arms ! 
Daughter  of  Toscar  !  Vv-hy  that  gufliing  tear  ; 
Why  heaves  thy  bread  \vith  fighs,  thou  mournful  fair! 
Let  LocHLix's  dames  give  way  to  gloomy  wo  ; 
They  have  mod  caufe  ;  —  for  breathlefs,  pale,  and  low, 
Their  braveft  warriors  that  day  prefs'd  the  plain ; 
'Gainil;  Mo r yen's  race  their  utmoft  force  was  vain  ; 

Scatter'd 


Book  IV.  F    I    N    G    A    L.  ft 

Scatter'd  along  the  heath,  in  heaps  they  fell ; 
In  their  bed  blood  vv^e  bath'd  our  glitt'ring  fteel. 
But  Morven's  heroes  I  behold  no  more  ; 
Now  blind  and  fad,  "their  fate  I  mufl  deplore. 
0  lovely  maid  !  to  me  give  all  thy  grief; 
Forlorn  I  am,  and  hopelefs  of  relief: 
Let  me  have  all  thy  tears,  thy  burfting  fighs ; 
I've  {tzn  the  tombs  of  all  my  friends  arife. 

By  Fingal's  hand  a  warrior  prefs'd  the  field; 
'The  hero's  grief  arofe  when  he  beheld 
A  well-known  face,  though  furrow'd  o'er  with  yearsj 
And  rolling  in  the  dull  his  hoary  hairs  ; 
To  Comhal's  fon  he  rais'd  his  languid  eyes  ; 
The  King  addrefs'd  him  in  words  mix'd  with  figlis  : 
And  art  thou  fall'n  by  me  !   thus  Fin  gal  faid  ; 
Thou  friend  ofAcANDECCA,  haplefs  maid  ! 

M  2  O'er 
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O'er  her  I  {:iw  thee  drop  the  tender  tear  ; 
Thcu  for  her  death  didft  feel  a  grief  fmcere  ; 
For  her,  my  iirft  of  loves  !  when  pale  and  low, 
Jn  Starno's  bloody  halls,  I  faw  Chy  wo ; 
I  well  remember  thou,  a  foe  didft  prove, 
To  thofe  who  Avere  the  foes  of  Fingal's  love. 
And  haft  thou  fall'n  In  fight  by  Fingal's  hand  ? 
Requital  hard,  to  Agandecca's  friend  ! 
-Now  take  whatever  Fin  gal  can  afford, 
Ill-fi;ted  chief  I  untouch'd  remain  thy  {word. 
Here  in  the  narrow  houfe  thou  Ihalt  be  laid. 
And  to  thy  corpfe  all  honours  due  be  paid. 
The  mouldering  grave,  thou  aged  Ullin,  ralfe 
To  Mathon's  fon,  and  let  him  have  his  praiie  j 
In  Agandecca's  fong  be  heard  his  name. 
And  let  her  friend,  with  her,  be  known  to  fame. 
Dear  to  my  foul  was  fhe,  the  lovely  maid  ! 
Who  in  the  tomb,  on  Ardven's  fliore,  is  laid. 

Ti'ora 
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From  Cromla's  cave  the  fight  Cuchullin  hearSj 
The  nolle  of  troubled  war  there  reach'd  his  ears  ; 
^ONKAL  he  calls,  his  brave,  his  faithful  friend, 
\nd  bids  old  Carril  on  his  fteps  attend; 
Fhen  to  the  mountain's  fide  hs  bends  his  way, 
\nd  thence  the  rage  of  battle  does  furvey  : 
The  heroes,  graceful  In  their  hoary  hairs, 
follo'vv'd  the  chief,   and  took  their  afpen  fpears ; 
Fhey  came,  and  favv  the  battle  rolJing  wide, 

Le  crouded  waves  of  ocean's  fwelling  tide, 
iVhen  from  the  deep  the  dark  winds  furious  roar, 
llnd  roll  the  billows  on  the  fandy  fhore. 

The  bold  Cuchullin  kindled  at  the  fight, 
f^nd  long'd  to  mingle  in  the  gloom  of  fight : 
A.  fudden  darknefs  gather'd  on  his  brow ; 
He  fix'd  his  eyes  red-rolling  on  the  foe ; 
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H's  father's  fword  half  grafp'd  is  in  his  hand, 
Eager  to  rufh  upon  the  hoftile  band. 
Thrice  he  eflay'd  to  plunge  in  war  and  blood  ; 
But  valiant  Connal  thrice  his  friend  v/ithftood. 
And  thrice  reprefs'd  his  rage  :  —  Thou  muft  not  go, 
O  chief!  he  faid;  Fin  gal  fubdues  the  foe. 
Seek  not  to  fhare  his  fame  ;  —  in  his  dread  courfe 
The  foes  are  funk,  nor  can  withftand  his  force  ; 
Here  overmatch'd  in  fight  in  heaps  they  lie  ; 
There,  fcatter'd  o'er  the  field,  ignobly  fly. 

Then  thus  the  chief:  —  O  Carril,  from  the  war^ 
To  greet  the  King  of  Morven  be  thy  care  : 
When  Lochlin's  hoft  is  routed  on  the  plain, 
And  falls  away  like  torrents  after  rain ; 
When  hufh'd  to  peace  is  the  rude  din  of  arms. 
And  he  returns  with  fame  from  dire  alarms ; 
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3o  thou  from  v?  -.  o  • :  •  :: n r  i  .clcend, 

'^nd  with  thy  n^art^r.i  itnii.v.  .-uii  •:  my  trieiid ; 

Sweet  in  his  ear  be  then  thy  cunefa!  lays; 

Loud  let  thy  voice  ariie  in  Fing  4l's  praife. 

Give  him  this  fword,  w  hich  once  great  C ai t h b at  wore. 

Which  oft  in  fight  was  ftain'd  with  hoftile  gore  ; 

No  longer  am  I  worthy  it  to  bear, 

Or  lift  my  father's  arms  in  bloody  wai , 

But,  O  ye  ghofts  that  glide  round  Croml  a  s  r  eight! 
Ye  fliades  of  chiefs  that  lately  fell  in  figa^.  ! 
Be  ye  my  fole  companions  ;  — from  the  grave 
Oft  be  your  vifits  to  dark  Tura's  cave  ; 
There  let  your  voices  oft  del- ^^.ht  ray  ca:  s  .; 
There  let  our  converfe  be  ot  former  wars : 
There  fnall  I  live  unheeded  and  unknown, 
No  more  in  battle  fliaii  I  gain  renown  j 

N9 
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No  more  with  heroes  fhall  I  drive  for  fame, 
Nor  In  the  deathful  field  acquire  a  name  : 
A  while  I  blaz'd  a  bright  and  fhlning  beam  ; 
Sudden  my  glory  vanllVd  like  a  dream  ; 
Like  mlft  driv'n  by  the  wind,  it  fled  away-, 
When  on  the  hills  appears  the  mornlng-riiy. 
Let  me  no  more  of  arms  or  battles  hear  j 
CoNNAL,  departed  is  my  fame  in  war. 
From  this  retreat  I  never  more  Ihall  rife, 
But  here  to  Cromla's  wind  pour  fprth  my  fighs  ; 
No  more  I'll  mingle  with  the  v/arrior  train. 
Till  here  my  footdeps  ceafe,  nor  more  befeen«. 
And  thou,  Bragela  !  fnowy-bofom'd  fair. 
My  voice  returning  home  no  more  ihall  hear  ; 
Lament  me  with  the  dead,  thou  lonely  beam  ; 
Mourn  o'er  the  fall  of  thy  Cuchullin's  fame; 
Vanqulfh'd,  he  ne'er  fhall  touch  his  native  fhore  j 
P  u  N  s  c  A I  c  H  's  high  tow'rs  he  fhall  behold  no  more . 
End    of  BOOK    IV. 


llie  ARGUMENT    of   Book  V. 

Cuchullin  and  Connal  /////  reviain  on  the  h'tlL  —  FIngal 
and  Swaran  meet ;  the  combat  is  dsfcribed.  —  Swaran  ii  o- 
vercome,  bound ^  and  delivered  over  as  a prifonerf  to  the  care 
0/ GiTian,  and  G^vl  the  fan  of  Morni ;  -while  Fingal,  bis 
younger  fonsy  and  Ofcar,  jlill  purfue  the  enc?ny,  —  The  e- 
pi/ode  of  Orla.,  a  chief  of  LochVm,  who  wds  mortally  wound- 
td  in  the  battle,  is  introduced.  —  Fingal,  touched  with  ths 
dsath  cf  Orla,  orden  the  purfuit  to  be  difcontinued y  and 
calling  his  fons  together ,  he  is  informed,  that  Ryno,  ths 
youngcjl  of  theniy  was  killed.  —  He  laments  his  death,  hears 
the  jlory  of  Lamdarg  and  Gelchoffd,  and  returns  to  the 
place  where  he  had  left  Swaran.  —  Carril,  who  had  been 
fsnt  by   Cuchullin  to  congratulate  FIngal  on  his  viSlory, 
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comes  in  the  mean  time  to  Offian.  —  The  convex- Cation  of ' 
the  fvjo  poets  clops  the  atllon  of  the  fourth  day. 

Orla,  /«  Gaelic,  fignlfes  golden  hand,  or  generous. — 
X.amhdhearg,  red  hand.  —  GealchoiFa,  luhlte  legged.  — 
Tuathal,  furly.  —  Ulfadda,  long  beard.  —  Ferchios,  the 
conqueror  of  men .  —  XJXWn.,  fecms  to  he  a  local  name. — 
Allad,  is  a  druld ;  he  is  called  the  Son  of  the  Rock,  fron 
his  dwelling  in  a  cave  —  The  circle  of  Jlones  here  mentioned 
is  the  pale  of  the  druidical  temple.  —  He  is  here  confulted  as 
ene  havwg  fupernatural  knowledge.  —  From  thefe  druids  came 
the  ridiculous  notion  of  the  reality  of  the  fecond  fghty  which 
prevailed  in  the  highlands  andi/les,  and  which  as  jet  is  not 
totally  bmtjhed. 


FIN- 
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BOOK      V. 


'T^Hus  groaning  from  the  bottom  of  his  breafi:. 

The  troubled  hero  his  dark  thoughts  exprefs'd. 
CoNNAL  meanwhile,  from  Cromla's  \vind7  fide^. 
The  chiefs  and  hofts  furveying  far  and  wide ; 
The  fons  of  ocean  fpread  in  flight  beheld. 
And  Mo Rv en's  King  vidlorious  o'er  the  field. 
Why  thus  deprefs'd,  thou  ruler  of  the  car  ! 
He  faid  ;  our  friends  are  conq'rors  in  the  war : 
Lo  !  mighty  Fingal  routs  th'  invading  foe  ; 
Why  do'fl  thou  thus  Indulge  diy  gloomy  wo  ? 

N  2  Oft- 
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Oft  haft  thou  (hone  the  terror  of  the  plahi  ; 

In  deathful  fields  oft  diJft  thou  glory  gahi  ; 

Renown  has  follow'd  thy  vidtorious  path, 

And  many  foes  thy  fleel  has  ftretch'd  in  death. 

Oft  has  B  RAGE  la's  bofom  heav'd  with  fighs, 

Blg-rolIing  tears  of  joy  from  her  blue  eyes 

Have  ofLcn  ftream'd,  when  from  th' cmbattl'd  plain 

She  me:  thee  vI<^or,   'midft  thy  valiant  train  ; 

Oft  has  fhe  thus  triumphant  met  her  lord 

From  toils  of  war  returned,  with  blood-ftaln'd  fword. 

When  flaughter'd  foes  in  heaps  beflrew'd  the  land. 

Sent  to  the  filent  tomb  by  thy  dread  hand  ; 

Then  has  (he  heard  with  rapture  and  delight, 

The  bards  rehearfe  thy  matchlefs  deeds  in  fight. 

But  Fin  GAL  rifes  in  his  kindled  ire  ; 
He  moves  beloW;  a  pillar  bright  of  nre  ; 

Nought 
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lught  can  wlthftand  him  In  his  furious  courfe  ; 
ke  Lu gar's  roaring  ftream  he  rolls  his  force  ; 
ke  Cromla's  wind  he  fweeps  the  ranks  of  fight, 
hich  branchy  woods  o'erturns  through  (lormy  night» 

O  Fin  GAL  !  greatly  to  be  envied  they 
peace  and  war  who  own  thy  gentle  fway : 
hou  fight'ft  thy  people's  battles  ;  — fafe  from  harm 
hey  ftand,  beneath  the  fhadow  of  thy  arm : 
hy  valour  brings  them  happinefs  and  eafe. 
/"ife  are  thy  counfels  in  the  days  of  peace: 
hou  ipeakeft,  and  thy  thoufands  glad  obey  ; 
o  dangers  awe  them  when  tliou  lead'ft  the  way, 
aw.lcfs  ufurpers  thy  fierce  fury  feel ; 
^'hole  armies  tremble  at  thy  founding  fteel. 
hief  of  the  lonely  ifle  !  how  happy  they, 
a  peace  and  war  who  own  thy  gentle  fway  I 

But 
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But  wlio  before  die  lines,  with  thund'ring  courie. 
Advances  dark,  exulting  in  his  force, 
To  meet  great  Fingal  in  the  lliock  of  fight  : 
'TIs  Starno's  Ton  that  rufhes  on  my  fight. 
Now  in  dole  combat,  lo  !   the  chiefs  engage, 
As  when  a  ftorm  on  ocean  fpends  its  rage  ; 
When  two  dark  fpirlts  meeting  in  the  fky, 
From  diilant  corners,   'gainll:  each  other  vie, 
With  force  oppos'd  they  lafli  the  troubled  fea  ; 
The  world  of  waters  feels  a  doubtful  fway; 
This  way  and  that  it  rolls  the  foaming  tide  ; 
The  woods  and  hills  are  fhook  on  either  fide  : 
The  hunter  hears  from  far  the  wild  uproar. 
And  fees  the  billows  lafhing  Ardven's  fhore. 

Thus  CoNNAL  fpoke  from  Cromla's  fiormy  height. 
While,  'midll  their  falling  people,  ruih'd  to  fight 

Thei 
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The  mighty  combatants  •,  —  in  fJent  gaze 

5oth  armies  (land,  and  view  thetn  with  amaze. 

To  clofcr  fij,ht,  when  near  the  heroes  drew, 

iorriJ  the  iook  which  each  at  t'other  threw. 

^ow  dread'ul  to  behold  the  Kings  engage, 

!n  the  rude  ihock,  with  more  than  mortal  rage  ! 

There  was  the  clang  of  arms  !   there  ev'ry  blow, 

Lcud  r.nd  tremendous,  fell  upon  the  foe  : 

^swhen  a  hundred  hammers  throng  rebound 

From  the  red  hiffin;^^  Reel,  with  direiul  f^und  ; 

The  dorm  of  ftrokes  fo  thick  on  either  fids 

[s  muii'.al  dealt  ; — the  field  re  echoes  w^Ide. 

E-ach  hero's  d.irkbrovn  fliield  Is  cleft  in  twain  ; 

From  their  hard  heliiis  dieir  fwords  fly  o'er  the  plain 

[n  lh:n!r.g  fragments  ;  — dinvr.  the  h'lts  they  throw  j—- 

Each  riilh'd  at  once  to  grafp  his  r.^as  ly  Foe  : 

Their  fmewy  arms  around  each  n  her  bend  ; 

Their  planted  feet  below  they  wide  extend  : 

They 
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They  ftretch,  they  ftrain,  they  turn  from  fide  to  Mi 
But  when  their  ftrength  arofe  in  all  its  pride, 
They  pant,  they  tug,  they  beat  the  lab'rlng  ground 
With   their   ftrong  heels  ; — the   hills    are    tremblin| 

round ; 
Rocks  with  the  fhock  come  tumbling  from  on  high  ;  j 
Green-headed  woods  o'erturn'd  in  ruins  lie. 
The   ftrength    of   Swaran   fail'd  ;  —  he   prefs'd  th^ 

ground. —  \ 

O'erpowr'd  at  length,  the  King  of  groves  is  bound.    J 
His  hoft  behold  him  fall ;  and,  feiz'd  with  fear,  j 

Pale  tfiey  difperfe,  nor  farther  urge  the  war.  ' 

Thus  have  T  feen  on  Cona's  founding  fiiore, 
(But  Cona's  lovely  vale  I  fee  no  more) ; 
Thus  have  I  feen,  when  rivers  fwell'dwith  rain, 
Roar'd  through  the  delert,  and  o'erfpread  the  plain. 

Two 
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Two  dark  hills  floating  on  the  foaming  tide, 

Torn  from  their  place  ;  —  they  turn  from  fide  to  fide. 

Borne  by  the  rufhing  dream ;  now  far,  now  nigh. 

Their  tall  oaks  waving,  often  meet  on  high  ; 

At  length  they  fmk  together  in  the  flood, 

And  fall  at  once  with  all  their  rocks  and  wood  j 

Along  their  fides  the  fl:ream  its  fury  pours. 

And  the  red  ruin  covers  all  the  fliores*. 

Then  to  his  hofl:  great  Fin  gal  thus  began  : 
Lo  !  mighty  Swaran,  bound  upon  the  plain, 
I  now  commit  him  to -your  gen'rous  car&j  "} 

Guard  him,  my  friends,  and  banifli  his  defpair ;  }■ 

Here  he  lies  vanquifli'd  by  the  chance  of  war  :  i 

His  martial  prowefs  you  have  all  beheld  ; 
Strong  as  his  thoufand  waves  he  fweeps  the  field  5 
His  hand  is  taught  to  battle,  and  his  fame 
Equals  th'  illuftrious  race  from  which  he  came. 

VoL.H.  O  FIrft 
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rird  of  my  heroes,  Gaul  !  do  thou  attend 
The  King,  and  comfort  Agandecca's  friend  ; 
Thou  tuneful  Os  SI  AN  !   too,  be  nigh  the  chief. 
And  ftrive  to  raife  to  joy  the  warrior's  grief. 
The  truly  brave  are  they  alone  who  know, 
When  conquer 'd,  then  to  chear  a  worthy  foe. 
But,  Oscar  !  Fillan  !  of  the  dark-brown  hair, 
And  Ryno  !  rifmg  funbeam  of  the  war  ! 
My  younger  fons,  with  all  your  fpeed  now  go, 
O'er  the  dark  heath  rurfue  the  flying  foe. 
Hafte  !  end  the  toils  of  this  aufpicious  day  ; 
Let  none  efcape  who  yie!d  not  to  our  fway ; 
Sofhall  no  fhip  again  from  Innistore, 
Bound  o'er  the  rolling  waves  to  Ullin's  ihore. 

The  youthful  heroes,  quick  as  lightning,  flew 
O'er  Lena's  heath,  to  chafe  the  hofliile  crew  : 

The 
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The  King  flow  follow'd,  as  a  cloud  on  high 
With  thunder  charg'd,  glides  calmly  o*er  the  fky  j 
Dark-hov'ring  it  o'erfiiades  the  filent  plain. 
When  fultry  fummer  o'er  the  world  does  reign. 

Thus  as  he  mov'd,  all  dreadful  to  the  view, 
Tow'rds  one  of  Lochlin's  chiefs  the  hero  drev.' ; 
When  ocean's  fon  he  faw,  thus  Fin  gal  fpoke  : 
Who  there  appears,  a  cloud  upon  that  rock. 
Fail  by  the  roaring  dream,  and  tries  his  force 
In  vain,  nor  can  bound  o'er  its  foaming  courfe  ? 
Yet  ftately  is  the  chief;  his  bofiy  fhleld 
Aloft  he  bears,  high-blazing  o'er  the  dzld  : 
A  tree  amidfl:  the  defert  is  his  fpear ; 
Well  flcill'd  he  feems  in  feats  of  bloody  war. 
Youth  of  the  dark-brown  hair  I  fay,  art  of  thofe 
That  Bght  for  Cor  mac,  or  of  Fin  gal's  foes  ? 

O  2  The 
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The  youth  replies,  I  am  of  Lochlin's  throng: 
My  arm,  amidft  the  rage  of  fight,  is  ftrong  ; 
My  late  efpoufed  bride  at  home  fliall  mourn 
Her  abfent  Orla  who  will  ne'er  return. 

To  whom  the  King  :  —  Or  does  the  hero  yield. 
Or  try  the  force  of  Morven  on  the  field  ? 
'Gainft  me  foes  feldom  are  with  conquefl;  crown'd. 
But  in  the  hall  my  friends  are  far  renown'd. 
Then  follow  me,  brave  youth  !  be  Fin  gal's  friend  ; 
So  better  fortune  fhall  thy  worth  attend. 
Son  of  the  w^ave,  piartake  my  feall:  of  fhells, 
And  fhare  the  joys  of  heroes  in  my  halls  ; 
Through  Mo r yen's  defert  chafe  the  nimble  deerj 
And  with  my  fons  go  forth  to  gloomy  war. 

No,  faid  the  youth  ;  thy  proffers  I  difdaln.; 
My  arms  and  flrength  fhall  with  the  weak  remain  ; 

LOCHLIN 


(►okV.  r    I    N     G     A    L.  109 

3(?HLiN  I'll  not  forfake,  though  forc'd  to  yield  ; 
(aid  the  feeble  on  the  deathful  field  : 
|y  fword  has  ever  been  unmatch'd  in  fight.  — 
jield,  KingofMoRVEN  !  vain  thy  boafted  might. 

ThenFiNGAL  thus  :  —  Know,  chief,  I  never  yield; 
(^y  arm  is  us'd  to  conqueft  on  the  field  : 
JiVith  thee  I  fight  not ;  —  but  if  thou  mud  fhow 
rhy  force,  now  draw  thy  fword,  and  chufe  thy  foe. 
Many  the  heroes,  Orla  !  in  my  train, 
To  match  thy  flrength,  and  fight  thee  on  the  plain. 

And  does  the  King,  in  fcorn,  decline  the  war  ? 
(Thus  blooming  Orla  of  the  dark-brown  hair). 
Fin  GAL,  thou  meet'ft  one  worthy  of  thy  arms. 
To  combat  born,  and  bred  amidft  alarms. 
Defpife  me  not ;  with  thee  I  mean  to  fight, 
To  prove  thy  valour,  thy  unconqusr'd  might : 

Noc« 
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None  of  thy  race  fhall  Orla's  prowefs  know; 
Fin  GAL  alone  I  challenge  as  my  foe. 
But  if  thy  force  unable  to  withftand, 
I  fall  o'erpowr'd,  beneath  thy  mighty  hand  5 
If  in  this  fatal  ftruggle  I'm  o'erthrown, 
And  that  my  death  increafes  thy  renown, 
(AsVho  fo  brave  but  muft  fubmit  to  fate  ? 
The  greateft  warriors  perifh  foon  or  late) ; 
Then  raife  my  tomb,  O  King  !  amidft  the  flain, 
Diftinguifh'd  high  on  Lena's  bloody  plain  ; 
When  thefe  cold  ilfelefs  limbs  within  the  grave 
Are  laid,  this  fword  fend  o'er  the  dark-blue  wave, 
To  Orla's  mournful  fpoiife  ;  —  the  lovely  fair 
Will  blefs  the  hand  that  fends  it  from  afar; 
When  fhe  fits  lonely  in  the  filent  hall. 
And  fees  it  hung  on  high,  her  tears  Ihall  fall ; 
Graceful  in  wo,  fhe'll  lliew  it  to  her  fon, 
And  talk  of  trophies  which  his  father  won. 

Thus 
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lus  kindling  in  his  foul  the  love  of  fame, 

f  fon's  may  yet  tranfcend  his  father's  name ; 

when  in  riper  years  fhe  fends  him  forth 
rainft  the  foe,  ftill  mindful  of  my  worth, 
om  my  example  fhall  he  learn  the  war, 

camps  to  iuffer,  aiid  in  fields  to  dare» 

Youth  of  the  mournful  tale  !  thus  Fingal  faid, 

y  foul  is  mov'd  ;  —  o'er  thee  thefe  tears  are  fhed. 

ilour  from  death's  cold  hand  can't  fave  the  brave, 

or  refcue  patriot  virtue  from  the  grave  : 

0-day  the  warrior  is  with  cnnqueft  crown'd, 

o-morrow  fees  him  breathlefs  on  the  ground; 

0  more  he  mingles  in  the  dire  alarms  ; 

felefs  within  his  halls  are  feen  his  arms. 

ow,   believe  me,  youth,  unwillingly  I  raife 

yainft  thee  myfword ;  — but  thou  fhaltiiave  thy  prai(e. 

On 
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On  Lena's  heath  fhall  Orla's  tomb  arlfe. 

Thy  fpoufe,  white- bofom'd,  fhall,  with  ftreamhig  eyes. 

Behold  thy  arms,  and  bloodftain'd  fword  reftor'd. 

No  more  thou  afk'ft,  nor  more  can  I  afford. 

Her  griefs,  when  hufh'd,  fhe  may  in  triumph  teJlj 

None  ever  dy'd  too  foon  who  bravely  fell. 

He  faid  :  —  And  now  the  chiefs  for  fight  addreflj 
While  void  of  rage  or  hatred  was  each  bread  : 
But  Orla's  arm  was  feeble  in  the  fray; 
The  fword  of  Fin  gal,  with  refiftlefs  fway 
Defcending,  cleft  his  founding  fhield  in  tw^ain  ; 
It  fell  divided,  glitt'ring  o'er  the  plain,  /' 

As  fhines  the  moon  along  the  fky  of  night;  1 

Fin  GAL  no  farther  urg'd  th' unequal  fight,  i 

I 

Whom  Orla,  fmking,  in  thefe  words  addrefs'^d  : 
Now  take  thy  fword,  0  King  !  and  pierce  this  breafl 

Woundec 
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Wounded  aad  -%veary,  from  die  toils  of  war, 

]\Iy  friends  difpers'u,  alone  had  left  me  here  : 

To  vie  with  thee  was  never  my  defign ; 

Too  weak  my  arm,  I  fought  to  fall  by  thine  : 

For  this  it  was  I  fought  thee  on  the  heath. 

That  glory  might  attend  me  in  my  death  ; 

Refolv'd  my  lafl:  of  days  with  fame  to  fper.d. 

And  crown  my  actions  with  a  noble  end. 

Then  give  me  death  ;  —  'tis  Orla's  fole  demand; 

PwCnown'd  I'll  die  by  thy  refi.Kv^fs  hand. 

On  ftreamy  Loda's  banks,  my  love  fhall  litar 

The  killing  news,  hov/  Orla  fell  in  war, 

As  through  the  wood  the  Icnely  mourner  ftrays, 

And  the  cool  breeze  through  quiv'ring  branches  plays,. 

Tome,  the  Kii:g  rep'y'd,  thy  prr^y'r  is  vain  ; 
No  proftrate  foe  was  e'er  by  Fingal  llain; 

Vol.  II.  P  Mo 
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No  wound  lliall  Orla  from  my  hand  receive  ; 

Tlie  Hie  tliou  mean'ft  to  lofe,  I  wiili  to  fave  ; 

Still  may'il:  thou,  gen'rous  youth  I  obtain  a  name. 

By  glorious  anions  in  the  field  of  fame. 

Then  live  ;  —  and  now,  efcap'd  from  war's  alarms,. 

Hade  thee  to  ble  s  thy  fpoufe's  longing  arms  ; 

Return  to  Loda's  banks,  where  thy  lov'd  fair 

Remains  infolitude  and  dark  dcfpair  ; 

There  (hew  thyfelf  to  her  defiring  eyes  ; 

For  thee  her  fnowy  bofom  heaves  with  fighs  : 

Go  calm  her  griefs,  compofe  her  troubled  breaft ; 

Thy  wounds  (he'll  heal,  and  hill  thy  pains  to  reft. 

Pity,  if  yet  he  lives,  thy  father's  cares; 

Pity  his  tott'ring  frame,  his  hoary  hairs : 

Think  now  thou  fee'ft  him,  blind  perhaps  with  age, 

Bev.'ail  thy  lofs  ;  — haRe,    and  his  griefs  afiiiage  : 

With  what  warm  tranfports  will  his  heart  rejoice, 

When  in  the  founding  hall  he  hears  thy  voice  ? 

The 
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The  fightlefs  hero,  riung  with  a  bound, 
For  thee  will  fpread  his  fearching  hands  around  ; 
Nor  think  that  thou  haft  ev'ry  danger  paft. 
Till  in  his  fond  embrace  he  holds  thee  faft. 

0  King  !  the  youth  of  Loda  thus  replies. 
Vain  ':hy  advice ;  ~  Or  la  can  never  rife. 
No, more  Tnall  I  my  aged  fire  embrace, 
Nor  much-lov'd  fpoufe,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  grace. 
FiN'GAL  !  thou  fee'ft  me  die  on  Lena's  heath; 
Let  foreign  bards  now  fmg  of  Orla's  death  : 
My  knees  no  more  my  trembling  weight  fuftain ; 
I  faint  with  blood  efFus'd  from  ev'ry  vein  : 
By  thee  I  thought  to  fall  in  noble  flrife; 
Now  nothing  can  with-hold  my  fleeting  life  ; 
Deep  in  my  fide  this  belt  conceals  from  fight 
The  deadly  wound  which  I  receiv'd  in  fight, 

P  2  Now 
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Now  to  the  winds  I  give  It ;  —  raife  my  tomb. 
And  tell  my  friends  1  bravely  met  my  doom. 

This  faid,  with  all  his  fa'ength  the  belt  he  tore  ; 
From  his  f^iir  fiJe  foi^h  gufnM  the  fpoiiting  gore  : 
Short  time  he  ftruggrd  in  th:  pangs  of  death. 
Then  lay  in  blood,  all  pale  on  Lena's  heath. 
Th'  expiring  youth  vvith  pity  Fi!;Gx\l  eyes, 
And,  bending  over  him,  aloud  he  cries. 

Hither,  my  younger  fons,  with  fpeed  repair  : 
FiLLAN  and  Oscar,  let  it  be  your  care. 
In  memory  of  Crla,  here  to  raife 
A  lofty  tomb,  and  let  him  have  his  praife. 
I  afk  no  fpoils,  no  triumph  from  the  fight ; 
Here  Fingal  does  not  claim  a  conq'ror's  right. 
Here  let  the  dark-hair'd  hero's  corfe  remain, 
With  honours  due,  far  from  his  native  plain  ; 

Here 
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Here  let  him  reil  wkliin  the  narrow  honfe, 

FromLoDA  diiUnt,  and  his  much-lov'd  fpoufe. 

[A  feeble  race  his  bow  at  home  fliall  fpy. 

Its  ftubborn  horns  to  bend  in  vain  they  try  : 

His  faithful  dr32;s  new  mourn  their  m.iRer  loft. 

And  with  loud  bowlings  fill  the  neighboring  coaft  : 

His  boars  now  roam  at  large  through  Loda's  wood, 

Nor  longer  dread  iihe  hand  that  fhed  t'.eir  blood. 

FaH'n  is  the  arm  of  battle  !   ruthlef>  dtath 

Its  force  unnerv'd  on  Lena's  fatal  heath. 

His  mould'ring  tomb  to  future  times  fliall  Ihow, 

Where  lies  the  mighty,  and  the  brave  how  low. 

The  valiani  for  his  early  fate  (hall  mourn, 

And  fympathetic  tears  fhed  o'er  his  urn.  ''' 

And  now,  my  friends,  fince  Lochlin  qalts  the  field. 
Its  braved  heroes  faU'n,  its  courage  quell'd; 

Since 
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Since  kill'd,  or  fcatter*d,  by  your  matclilefs  might,      j 
Its  troops  no  more  dare  tempt  the  bloody  fight  ;  ' 

Since  hope  itfelf  now  fails  our  tim'rous  foes, 
'Tis  time  to  fheath  the  fword,  and  feek  repofe. 
Then,  warriors,  found  the  horn,  exalt  the  voice, 
And  let  the  fons  of  Mor yen's  King  rejoice. 
Let's  go  where  Swarax,  to  dark  grief  a  prey. 
Remains,  and  fend  the  night  on  fong  away  ; 
Infulting  foes  in  us  he  Ihall  not  find  ; 
Be  it  our  care  to  foothe  his  gloomy  mind. 
O  FillAn  !  Oscar  !  Ryno  !  all  my  train  I 
Let's  hafte  to  feek  the  King  o'er  Lena's  plain. 
But  where  is  Ryno,  that  young  fon  of  fame  T 
This  day  he  merited  a  deathlefs  name  ; 
He  ftill  was  foremoft  in  the  ranks  of  war, 
Kor  was  he  lall  his  father's  voice  to  hear. 

Through 
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Through  all  the  bands  a  boding  murmur  ran, 
Till  hoary  Ullin,  firft  of  bards,  began. 
Now  with  his  fathers  awful  forms  on  high. 
The  fhade  of  Ryno  glides  along  the  f^y ; 
He  mounts  the  clouds  with  Trathal.  King  of  fhlelds, 
And  mighty  Trexmor,  fam'd  in  deathful  fields  ; 
But  pale  and  low,  amidll:  a  weeping  train, 
His  breathicfs  body  lies  on  Lena's  plain. 

Then  is  the  fwifteft  in  the  race  fall'n  low, 
(Thus  FiKGAL  faid),  the  fird  to  bend  the  bow; 
FalFn  ere  his  prime  ;   to  me  thou  fcarce  waft  known. 
Ah  }  ray  young  Ryxo  !   art  thou  loft  fo  foon  ? 
Thou  ihou'dft  have  dy'd  hereafter  ;  — tears  will  ftart. 
To  eafe,  when  anguifh  rends,  the  nobleft  heart. 
But  hufh,  my  grief  !  —  O  thou  !   who  low  art  laid. 
May  death  its  fofteft  {lumbers  round  thee  fpread. 

Not 
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Not  long,  O  Ryno  !   fliall  I  mourn  for  thee  ; 
The  father  foon  his  rnuch-lovM  fon  Ihall  fee. 
Soon  fliall  ye  wifn  to  hear  my  voice  in  vain  ; 
Soon  Hial!  my  fooirteps  ceafe  upon  the  plain  : 
Gray  ftones,    to  fuiure  times,  m.y  n^me  ffiall  bear. 
And  bards  ftall  tell  of  Fjngal's  deeds  in  v^-ar. 

But  low,  indeed,  my  graceful  Ryiio  lies; 
No  monuments  to  tell  his  actions  rife  : 
Early  cut  off  in  his  career  to  fame, 
He  lies  unhonour'd,  and  without  a  name. 
Ullin,  ftrike  thou  the  harp  in  Ryno's  pralfe, 
Tell  what  he  wou'd  have  been  in  future  days ; 
Tell  how  he  fell  amidil  th'  embatti'd  plain, 
Cover'd  with  wounds,  and  for  his  country  ilain. 
And,  now,  adieu  !   ihou  firll  in  ev'ry  f.eld  ; 
Thy  youthful  hand  no  more  the  dart  fliall  wield  j 

No 
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No  more  fliali  I  direct  thee  In  the  fray, 
Nor  fnalt  thou  follovr  where  I  lead  the  way  ; 
No  mere  do  I  behold  my  bcaft  in  war  : 
Farewell,  O  thou  that  lately  waft  lo  fair. 

Sighing  he  faid,  while  on  his  cheek  the  tear 
"Was  feen  ;  - — for  dreadful  was  his  fon  in  war  : 
Through  hoftile  ranks  refiftlefs  was  his  ire, 
As  on  the  hill  by  night  a  beam  of  fire  : 
Sunk  In  Its  courfe  the  lofty  woods  are  found ; 
The  lonely  trav'ler  trembles  at  the  found. 

But  gen'rous  Fin  gal  !  lifting  up  his  eyes. 
Beholds,  not  far,  a  dark  green  tomb  arlfe  ; 
Then  thus  began  :  What  mighty  fon  of  fame 
Refts  here  ?  fay,  warriors.  If  ye  know  his  name  ? 
Four  ftones,  with  mofs- grown  heads,  upon  the  heath 
Appear,  an.i  mark  the  narrow  houfe  of  death. 

Vol.  II.  Q_  Lay 
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Lay  Ryno  near  It  in  the  filent  grave  ; 
So  may  he  be  the  neighbour  of  the  brave. 
Perhaps  fome  warrior,  far  renown'd,  lies  here, 
To  fly  on  clouds  with  Ryno  through  the  air. 
O  Ullin  !  raife  the  fongs  of  other  years  ; 
Tell  hov7  the  valiant  fell  in  formers  wars  ; 
To  mem'ry  bring  the  dw^h'trs  of  the  tomb, 
"Vvhofe  deeds  may  reach  to  ages  yet  to  come. 
If  here  the  brave  are  nurnber'd  with  the  dead. 
Here  alfo  fhall  my  Ryno's  corfe  be  laid ; 
Here  fhall  he  lie,  here  reft  his  lov'd  remains, 
3^ar  from,  his  friends,  on  Lena's  fatal  plains. 

He  faid.  —  And  thus  the  tuneful  bard  replies: 
The  tomb,  O  King  !  v/hich  here  thou  fee'     arlfe. 
Does  In  its  womb  the  honour'd  duft  contain, 
Of  chiefs  the  boldeft  of  the  martial  train. 

Silent 
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Silent  the  mighty  Lamhdherg  here  is  laid; 
Ullin  the  brave  here  refts  among  the  dead  ; 
Hertzes  far-fam'd  of  old  in  many  a  field ; 
None  more  renown'd  to  death's  dark  powV  could  yield  > 
And  who,  foft-fmiling  from  her  cloud,  difplays 
Her  face  of  love,  the  pride  of  former  days  ? 
O  firft  of  Cromla's  Qaugh!:ers  !  ^\  hy  fo  pale  ? 
Say,    wiih  the  foes  in  balile  do'i-l:  tlicu  dwell  ? 
Ofay,  Gelchossa,  fii'jwy-bofom'd  fair  ! 
Daughter  of  gen'rous  Tuathal,  great  in  war! 
Sleep'ft  thou  with  thofe  who  fell  on  Lena's  heath. 
Who  fi-rove  for  thee,  and  here  refign'd  their  breath  -^ 

The  love  of  thoufands  was  the  peerlefs  dame  ; 
To  Tuathal's  dwellings  many  warriors  came  : 
Each  boafts  his  birth  and  mighty  deeds  in  arms  ; 
Each  urg'd  his  love,  and  fought  to  win  her  charn:s  ; 

CL2-  But 
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But  Lamhdherg  was  her  love  ;  on  him  her  fight 
Gelciiossa  fix'd,  with  rapture  and  delight. 
With  fecret  joy  the  fair  wou'd  often  hear 
His  words  foft-breaking  on  her  ravilh'd  ear  : 
From  all  at  length  he  wins  the  lovely  prize, 
And  to  his  halls  with  Tuathal's  daughter  hies> 

One  fatal  day,  returning  from  the  plain. 
Laden  v/ith  fpoils  of  foes  in  battle  flain, 
Lamhdherg  impatient  comes,  with  hafty  (Iride, 
To  Selma's  moffy  tovv^'rs,  where  dwelt  his  bride  : 
As  he  approacli'd,  his  buckler  dark  he  ftruck ; 
Silence  was  there  j  —  amaz'd  !   the  hero  fpoke. 

Where  is  Gelchossa  ?  — O  come  forth,  my  love  ! 
She  hears  ms  not ;  —  ah  !   whither  could  Oie  rove  ? 
I  left  her  here  in  Selma's  moffy  tow'rs, 
When  'gainR  Ultabba  I  hd  forth  my  pow'rs. 

Parting, 
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arting,  fhe  faid,  while  forrov/  veil'd  her  charms, 
)  whither  art  thou  going  from  my  arms  ? 
f  (lay  thou  canft  not,  Lamhdherg  !  foon  return  5 
rill  that  bleft  hour,  here  I  alone  Ihali  mourn. 
lUt  why  on  certain  danger  do'll  thou  run  ? 
ih  !   flay  my  love,  the  fatal  confli(5t  lliun. 
Jrhen  rofe  her  white  breaft  with  a  lab'ring  figh^ 
^nd  the  big  tear  ftood  trembling  in  her  eye. 
Jut  now  fhe  meets  me  not,  return'd  from  toils. 
To  Tooth  my  fcul,  and  blefs  me  with  her  fmiles, 
Vhy  comes  fhe  not  array'd  in  all  her  charms  : 
Vhy  flies  fhe  not  to  my  impatient  arms  ? 
\h  me  !   my  heart  forebodes  fome  fatal  change  ; 
Through  my  once  joyful  hall  in  vain  I  range  : 
^  ftill  and  gloomy  filence  reigns  around, 
^o  noife  I  hear,  no  bard  with  tuneful  found  ; 
iv'n  faithful  Bran,  for  joy,  (hakes  not  his  chain, 
vior  greets  his  mafler  from  th'  enfanguin'd  plain. 

Where 
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Where  is  Gelchossa  ?   Lamhdherg  calls  t'  ee,  lovt 
Daughter  of  Tuathal  !  whither  do'il  thou  rove  ? 

Then  thus  Ferchios,   the  gen 'reus  Ai  don's  Ton  : 
To  Cromla's  height  the  hiir  perchance  is  gone; 
There  with  her  maids  ihe  bends  th'  unerring  bow,       j 
Agai.ift  the  flying  deer^  or  bounding  roe. 

i 
Ah  no  !  Ferchios,  he  faid,  on  Cromla's  heiglitj 

No  noil'e  I  hear,  no  hunters  meet  my  fight; 

No  found  from  Lena's  woods  invades  my  ear. 

No  panting  dogs  purfue  the  flying  deer  ; 

My  fearching  eyes  I  throw  around  in  vain, 

To  find  my  love  Gelchossa,  and  her  train. 

I  fee  them  not  upon  the  mountain's  brow, 

Nor  hear  them  on  the  woody  plain  below. 

Oh  !  let  me  once  again  behold  the  fair ; 

Hafte,  friends!  her  Lam  kd  he  rg  to  Gelchossa  beai 

Ah 
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h  !   where  lliall  I  my  loft  Gelchossa  find  ? 
^'hen   ee  her  dark  hair  waving  in  the  wind  ? 
/"hen  Huill  flie  to  my  longing  view  ar'fe, 
lir  as  the  moon,  full  orb'd,   adorns  the  Ikies, 
/"hen  from  the  weft  it  gilds  the  filent  night, 
^nd  Crcmla  with  its  fetting  rays  is  bright  ? 
T'irh  all  thy  fpeed,  Ferchios,  go  feek  the  fage, 
'he  rev'rend  Allad,  with  the  locks  of  age  ; 
^ho,  'bove  the  common  rate  of  mortals  wife, 

things  beholds  with  comprehenfive  eyes  ; 
vents  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come,  he  tells ; 
lot  far  within  the  rocky  cave  he  dwells, 
lafte  then,  Ferchios  ;  and  let  him  ftraight  declare, 
Vhate'er  he  knows  of  my  Gelchossa  fair. 

The  fon  of  Aidox  found  the  hoary  fage, 
^nd  in  thefe  words  addrefs'd  the  ear  of  age  : 

Allad. 


11$  F     i     N    G    A    L.  Book  V 

Allad,  who  dweirft  in  this  retir'd  abode. 
Who  trenibleft  here  alone,  beneath  a  load 
Of  many  years,  experienc'd  fage  !  reveal 
Whate'er  of  loft  Gelchossa  thou  canfl:  tell ; 
Say,  if  thine  eyes  have  aught  of  late  furvey'd. 
How  far  remote,  and  whither  has  flie  ftravM  ? 

Then  venerable  Allad  thus  begun  : 
I  fdw  fierce  Ullin,  Cai rear's  warlike  fon. 
Dark  as  a  cloud  from  Cromla's  height  he  bent 
His  courfe ;  —  his  arms  refounded  as  he  went. 
Like  blafts  through  leaflefs  trees,  a  furly  fong 
He  humm'd,  and  tour'd  with  haughty  fteps  along ; 
As  on  he  mov'd  his  figure  feem'd  on  flame  ; 
To  Selma's  founding  halls  he  boafting  came„ 
Lamkdkerg,  faid  he,  mo  ft  terrible  of  men  !  | 

Or  yield  to  me,  or  fight  ms  on  the  plain. 

Thus 
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Tiius  far  I've  come  to  dare  thy  utmon  might ; 
Halle,  let's  decide  whofe  arm's  beil  fkill'd  in  tight. 
Lamhdhe.rg,  reply'd  Gelckossj,   is  iiothere; 
Againfl  Ulfadda  he's  gone  forth  to  war  : 
But  Lamhdherg  never  yields,  thou  iirft  of  men  I 
When  he  returns  he'll  meet  thee  on  the  plain. 
Whatever  chance  befals  on  either  iiJe, 
Froni  thee  he  will  not  il}-,  thou  fon  of  pride  I 
And  if  1  deem  aright,  thou  foon  fhak  liinow. 
That  here  thou  had  defy'd  no  common  fee. 

Dark  Ullin  on  G'^lcuozsa  iix'd  his  eyes. 
And,  gazing,   all  cnraptur'd,  thus  he  cries  : 
O  firll;  of  women  !   bleu:  v^'ith  ev'ry  grace, 
Thou  lovely  branch  of  Tuathal's  noble  race  I 
No  longer  here  in  Selma  muil  thou  ftay  ; 
To  Cair^Ak's  loUy  halls  I'll  thee  convey  :  ] 

Vol.  II,  R  The 
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The  brave  alone  are  worthy  of  thy  charms  ; 
1  mean  to  win  thee  by  th^  force  of  arms. 
Three  days  on  Cromla  I  In  arms  remahi, 
Waiting  the  lliock  of  Lamhdherg  on  the  plain  j 
If  on  the  fourth  that  fon  of  battle  flies, 
•  Gelchossa's  vr.ine,  I  carry  off  the  prize. 

Thcfe  tidings  to  Ferchios  old  Allad  gave. — 
'Now  peaceful  be  his  dreams  within  his  cave. 
Said  gallant  Lam  hd  herg  ;  found  my  horn  of  wai: 
Aloud,  that  Ullin  may  from  Cromla  hear. 
He  then  from  mofs-grown  Selma  climbs  the  height, 
And,  like  a  roaring  ftorm,  demands  the  f^ght. 
The  chief  befoi'e  him  fent  his  dreadful  voice, 
Like  rufhing  dreams  that  fall  with  hollow  nolfe  ; 
Humming  a  furly  fong,  as  up  th'  afcent, 
"vYIih  mighty  ftrides,  his  furious  courfe  he  bent ; 

The 
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The  topmoft:  fummit  galn'd,  a  while  he  flood. 
And  feem'd  on  high  a  dark  and  changeful  cloud  ; 
Whh  wrath  he  loanis,  with  fire  his  eye-balls  gloWj 
As  Cairbar's  tow'ring  halls  he  views  below. 
Then  bending  low,  he  rolls  a  huge  round  ftone  ; 
The  rocky  fragment  headlorg  thunders  down  : 
The  dome  it  ftrikes  with  one  impetuous  bound, 
Then  finokes,  repuls'd,  and  fwecps  along  the  grounds 
Fierce  Ull:k  hears,  and  knows  tlic  fjgn  of  war  ; 
'vVith  joy  he  hears,  and  grafps  his  father's- fpear  : 
0"'cr  his  dark  cheeks  a  bright'ning  fmile  was  fpreadj 
As  by  his  fide  he  plac'd  his  glitt'rlng  blade; 
His  poiifli'd  dagger  in  his  hand  fiione  bright. 
Thus,  whirling  as  he  went,  lie  rufli'd  to  fight*. 

Gelchossa  h\v,  as  filent  forth  he  HiOv'd, 
In  found'ng  anr.s,  againft  the  man  (he  lov'd; 

K  2  She^ 
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She  mark'dliis  l]ieed,  llie  faw  him  bent  on  fightj 
AnJ,   like  3  wreath  of.mifl,  afcend  the  height. 
She  fear'd  for  Lamkdherg,  and,  with  grief  opprefs'd; 
"  Silent  In  tears  flie  Ptiuck  her  heaving  breaR. 

Tc  Cairbar,  hoary  chief  of  fnells,  flie  came,. 
And  thus,  di/Tenibling,  fpoke  the  white -arm'd  dame  s. 
The  dark- brown  deer  I  fee  on  Cromla's  brow,     , 
'I'^ainft  them  I  go  to  bend  the  crooked  bow. 

"vYiih  winged  kaftc  the  fi-iir  tlicn  gains  the  height; 
In  vain  ; —  the  gloomy  chiefs  are  clos'd  in  fight. 
Eut  why  to  thee,  O  Fikgal  !   ihou'd  I  tell 
1  low  wrathful  heroes  fight  ?  —  fierce  Ullik  fell. 
To  Tuath  al's  blufifmg  daughter  Lam  hdh  lrg  came  j. 
But  p:ilc  and  wounded  he  approach'd  the  dame, 

Wliar 
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Wlial  blood,  my  love  ?  the  foft-hair'd  woman  cry'd  ? 
iVhat  blood  ftreams  here  along  my  warrior's  fide  ? 

To^vhom  the  chief,  with  fak'ring  words  and  ilow  : 
Thou  fceTi  the  blood  of  Lamhdherg's  deadly  foe  ; 
TIs  Ullin's  blood  ;  — he  fell  bentath  my  might. 
D  fairer  than  the  fnow  on  Cromla's  height  ! 
Thy  tender  cares  may  yet  with  hold  my  life  -, 
Weary  and  fpent  I  quit  the  bloody  ftrife. 
A  li'-tle  while,  Gelchossa,  let  me  reft. 
And  lull  my  cares  upon  thy  fnowy  bread ; 
Thy  chcaring  talk  may  lay  my  raging  fmart  j 
Thy  heav'nly  fmiles  m.ay  fortify  my  heart : 
When  in  thy  arm.s,  the  blood  may  ceafe  to  flowj 
The  wounds  to  torture,  and  the  flefh  to  glow. 
Feebly  he  fpcke  ;  and,  leaning  on  her  breaft, 
The  mighty  tAMHDKEP.G  fuakto  cudlefs  reil. 

Sleep'ft 
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Sleep "il  diou  fo  foon,  O  chief  ofCROMLA's  fhade  ! 
Ard  leav'il;  me  here  alone  ?  flic  weeping  TaiJ. 
And  do  I  iive  ?  —  and  do  I  yet  furvey 
The  hated  beams  of  this  unhappy  day  ?  '         • 

O  thou  dear  hand  !   that  once  to  mine  was  prefs'd  ; . 
The  dread  of  foes,  the  pledge  of  love  confefs'd  ; 
What  art  thou  now  ?   al  is  !  how  chang'd  in  death  i 
And  what  am  I  that  uill  prolong  my  breath  ? 
O  happy  env.y'd  hour  i  if  fuch  my  doom, 
That  gives  us  both  in  death  an  ccjual  tornb. — 
She  could  no  more  ;  — her  grief  ev'n  tears  deny'd  r, 
The  reft  in  groans  her  ftruggling  bread  fupply'd. 
Speechlefs  fl;e  gazes  round  ; —  ag.iia  ihe  knov.s; 
The  place,  her  love  :  again  fhc  vents  her  v/ces. 
Three  days  (lie  mourn'd  befide  her  Lamkdherc  dead: 
Upon  the  fourth  her  gentle  fpirit  fied. 
TJic  hunters  found  the  warriors  as  they  hj; 
From  each  cold  corpfe  they  wv.ia  the  gore  away. 

Nea7 
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Near  them  the  breathlefs  damfel  they  beheld, 
And  wept  the  fortune  of  lb  dire  a  field. 
Their  bodies  to  this  mofs  grown  tomb  they  bear, 
And  here  incldfe  thenr  all  with  duteous  care. 
This  tOiTib,  O  Kin;;  !  docs  noble  duH;  contain  ; 
Here  with  the  brave  thy  Ryno  may  remain. 

And  here  my  fen  Taall  re.l,   the  Eh.g  reply'd ; 
Their  fame  I've  heard  ;  —  'tis  fcatter'd  far  and  wide, 
F1L1.AK,  and  Fet^.gus,  let  it  be  your  care, 
To  bring  the  pale,  the  breathlefs,  Orla  here, 
The  gallant  youth  of  Loda's  found'ng  ftream, 
'Too  early  ftopp'd  i::  h!.  career  to  fame. 
Here  with  my  Ryno,  number M  with  the  dead^ 
Let  the  young  hero's  dull  in  earth  be  hiid. 
Thus  fhall  my  fon-a  fit  companion  have, 
Vv'ithin  the  filcnt  maniicns  of  the  grave  : 

Both 
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Both  brave,  both  faH'n  by  an  untimely  docm, 
And  now  both  partners  in  the  fame  dark  tomb. 
Ye  maids  of  Loda,  raifa  the  plaintive  drain; 
Daughters  of  Morven,  mourn  your  Ryno  (lain. 
Each  blooming  hero  flouriih'd  fair  to  fight ; 
Each  mild  in  peace,  each  dauntlefs  in  the  fight. 
Like  two  tall  oaks,  when  from  the  mountain  torn.. 
That  fhew'd  of  late  their  leafy  heads  unlhorn, 
Now  in  the  defert,  o'er  a  ftream  declin'd, 
Their  branchy  honours  withering  in  the  wind. 
They  lie. — Thus  feem  the  youths  untimely  flain  j 
Thus  pale  they  lie  on  Lena's  fatal  plain. 

Oscar,  attend  ; —  thou  feeTc  before  thine  eyesj 
How  graceful  in  the  dufl:  the  warrior  lies  : 
Thefe  two  have  fall'n  amid  the  field  of  fame. 
And  left  behind  a  great  and  lailing  name. 
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For  he  alone  a  laftling  name  can  raife, 
And  crown  his  early  years  with  martial  praife. 
Who,  neither  rafh,  nor  cold,  to  honour's  charms> 
Ready  appears  when  glory  calls  to  arms  ; 
Who,  in  the  front  of  battle,  ftandsunraov'd, 
The  bulwark  of  the  country  which  he  lov'd  : 
When  danger  threatens,  who  is  ftill  the  fame, 
Unchang'd  his  colour,  undiflurb'd  his  frame  ; 
Compos'd  his  thought,  determin'd  is  his  eye. 
And  nx'd  his  foul  to  conquer  or  to  die  : 
'Mid  ftruggling  hods,  'twill  be  his  brave  delight^ 
T'oppofe  his  bofom  where  the  foremoft  fight : 
His  great  example  fliall  the  reft  infpire. 
To  emulate  the  deeds  they  all  admire. 
And  fliou'd  he  fall,  whatever  wounds  he  bore, 
Wou'd  all  be  honeft  found,  and  all  before. 
Oscar  !  be  thou  like  thefe  on  earth  renow:\'d; 
Let  thy  brave  ads  by  tuneful  bards  be  crown'd  ; 
Vol.  IL  S  Ba 
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Be  ready  'gainft  each  foe  grim  war  to  wage, 

And  rife  the  boaft  of  this,  and  ev'ry  age. 

Their  youthlul  forms  were  dreadful  in  the  fray; 

Their  looks  alone  ftruck  terror  and  difmay  : 

Eut  calm  was  Ryno  in  the  days  of  peace, 

As  the  fmooth  fea  unruffl'd  by  the  breeze  ; 

Fair  as  the  fhow'ry  bow  from  far  is  feen 

On  the  blue  ftream,  when  clouds  o'erhang  the  plain  ; 

When  the  fun's  parting  ray  gilds  all  around, 

And  filence  on  the  hill  of  deer  is  found, 

0  R.YXO  i  bootlefs  now  to  mourn  thy  death. 

Reft  here,  my  youngeft  fon,  on  Lena's  heath. 

\Yq  too  fhall  be  no  more;  —  the  time  muft  come, 

And  foon,  that  we  fliall  fmk  into  the  tomb. 

Fix'd  is  the  term  for  all  the  race  of  earth  ;. 

Such  is  the  hard  condition  of  our  birth  : 

No  force  c^m  then  reful:,  no  ilight  can  favc; 

All  fnik  alike;  the  fearful  and  the  brave, 

Thou 


BookV.  F    I    N    G    A    L.  139 

Thou  haft  but  falTn  before  us  ;  for  one  day. 
Perhaps  not  f^ir,  we  tren<i  the  fame  dark  way. 

Such  was  thy  grief,  O  King  !   above  thy  fon» 
What  mufi:  be  mine  ?   for  thou  thyfelf  art  gone. 
On  CoNA  I  no  longer  hear  thy  voice  j 
In  thy  lov'd  prefence  I  no  more  rejoice. 
Mine  eyes  perceive  thee  not ;  —  dark  and  forlorn, 
Befide  thy  tomb  I  fit,    and  filent  mourn  : 
With  fearching  hands  for  it  I  feel  around  ; 
Then  comes  the  defert's  blaft,  with  hollow  found. 
Soft  murm'ring  through  the  grafs :  —  thy  well-known 

voice 
I  thhik  it  is,  and  ftartle  at  the  noife. 
But  thou,  O  FiNGAL  !  ruler  of  the  war  \ 
Art  long  fmce  fali'n  afleep,  devoid  of  care, 

S  2  Then 
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Then  Gaul  and  Os  si  an  fat  with  Lochlin's  King 
On  Lu bar's  foft  green  banks. — I  touched  the  ftring 
To  footh  his  foul ;  —  but  gloomy  was  his  brow  :  — 
He  roll'd  his  red  eyes  on  the  plain  below, 
On  Lena's  heath  ;  —  his  cheeks  were  moiil:  with  tears  ; 
He  mourn'd  his  people  fall 'n  in  Erin's  wars. 

To  Cromla's  windy  fide  my  eyes  I  threw ; 
There  Semo's  gen'rous  fon  firft  met'  my  view  : 
With  grief  his  joy  was  mix'd,  when  he  beheld 
FiNGAL  vi(ftorious  on  the  well-fought  field. 
I  faw  him  move,  with  heavy  pace  and  flow, 
Tow'rds  Tura's  lonely  cave  from  Cromla's  brow ; 
With  downcaft  face,  as  thus  he  took  his  way, 
Frorp  his  blue  arms  bright  flafh'd  the  funny  ray^ 
On  him  the  valiant  Connal  does  attend; 
In  peace  and  war  his  ever-faithful  friend. 

Behind 
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lehind  the  hill  the  mighty  chiefs  retire, 

^nd  fink  at  once  like  Ihining  beams  of  fire, 

iVhen  winds  purfue  them  o'er  the  heath  through  night* 

The  v/oods  refound,  and  yield  a  blazing  light. 

iVIthin  the  rock,  befide  a  roaring  ftream, 

peep  lies  the  cave  to  which  the  hero  came ; 

|Dne  tree  bends  over  It  wnth  branches  wide, 

The  ruihing  winds  loud  echo  'gainft  its  fide  : 

The  fon  of  Semo,  here  to  grief  a  prey. 

The  chief  of  high  Dunscaich,  Inglorious  Jay. 

Gloomy  he  fat ;  —  his  eyes  to  earth  declln'd  ; 

And  various  cares  revolving  in  his  mind. 

The  tear  is  on  his  cheek  ;  —  his  faded  fame. 

That  vanifh'd  like  a  mift,  or  early  dream ; 

His  late  defeat  lay  lab'rlng  in  his  breaft ; 

And  forrow,  mix'd  with  fname,  his  foul  oppreil. 

Thou  fair  Bragela  art  not  near  thy  chief, 

To  fooih  his  troubled  mind,  and  calm  his  grief: 

Too 
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Too  far  remote  art  thou  to  chear  his  foul, 
Now  mountains  rife,  and  fcas  between  ye  roll  : 
But  let  thy  bright  form  to  his  fancy  come  ; 
Now  let  him  think  of  her  who  mourns  at  home  : 
So  reafon,   by  degrees,  may  drive  away 
The  mills  of  paffion,  and  refume  its  fway  ; 
So  may  the  chief  again  retrieve  his  fame, 
And,  glad,  return  to  Dunscaich's  lonely  beam. 

Who  with  the  locks  of  age  thus  meets  my  fight  ? 
It  is  the  fon  of  fongs  from  Cromla's  height. 
Hail  to  thee,  hoary  bard  of  other  days  ! 
Hail  to  thee,  Carril.  of  the  tuneful  lays! 
Thy  voice  Is  like  the  harp  in  Tura's  halls ; 
Pleafant  thy  words,  as  the  foft  fhow'r  that  falls 
On  dry  parch'd  fields,  when  fultry  fummer  reigns. 
And  the  broad  fun  beams  hot  on  Ullin's  plains. 

Now 
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low  tell  us,  Carril,  of  the  times  of  old, 
The  caufe,  in  brief,  we  beg  thee  to  unfold ; 
Vhy  do'ft  thou  here  thy  aged  footfteps  bend, 
Lnd  leave  brave  Semo's  fon,  thy  gen'rous  friend  ? 

To  greet  great  Fingal,  vici:or  from  the  war, 
(eply'd  the  hoary  bard,  thou  fee'ft  me  here. 
)  OssiAN  !  King  of  Avords  !  fam'd  in  the  field, 
Tor  lefs  in  tuneful  numbers  art  thou  ilcill'd ; 

o  thee  the  martial  rtrain  does  bed  belong. 
Thou  ruler  of  the  battle  and  the  fong. 

hou  may'ft  remember,  nor  need  I  relate, 
low  rtrict  our  friendiliip,  of  what  early  date  ; 
low  oft  a  welcome  vifitant  I've  come, 
^nd  touch'd  the  harp  in  Br  an  no's  lofty  domis. 
To  lovely  EviRALLiN  ;  who  with  joy,  \ 

Nhlh  deeds  of  heroes  old  my  voice  employ, 

Attemper'd 
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Attemper'd  to  the  ftrlng,  drunk  In  the  ftrain  ; 
Nor  could  ihe  oft  from  tender  tears  refrain. 
Oft  haft  thou  join'd,  nor  filent  was  thy  tongue  ; 
Nor  did  thy  tuneful  harp  remain  unftrung  : 
Thy  founding  ftrings  the  fair  attentive  hears  ; 
Thy  fweeter  lays  attracl  her  ravilh'd  ears. 
Sometimes,  foft  mingling  in  th'  harmonious  noife, 
Was  heard  the  mildeft  Evirallin's  voice. 
One  day,   to  C6rmac  fail'n,  ihe  rais'd  the  ftrain. 
Who  for  her  love  was  kill'd  on  Lego's  plain  ; 
I  faw,  along  her  cheeks,  the  big  tears  flow  ; 
And,  OssiAN,  thou  v»^aft  fharer  in  her  wo  : 
For  him,  unhappy  chief,  her  foul  was  mov'd; 
He  claim'd  her  pity  ;  —  thou  waft  beft  belov'd. 
She  mourn'd  the  valiant  youth's  untimely  doom, 
Fail'n  for  her  love,  and  hurry 'd  to  his  tomb  : 
Thy  happier  fate  forbade  him  to  be  bleft  ; 
Each  gentler  virtue  lodg'd  wHthin  her  breaft  : 

Where 
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Where  thoufands  charm'd,  fiie  11:111  appear 'd  moll  fair  ; 
What  maid  with  Branno's  daughter  could  compare  ? 

Touch'd  by  the  rauch-lov'd  name,  I  flraight  refign'd 

To  tender  paiHons  all  my  foften'd  mind  ; 

And  to  the  bard  I  fald,  —  O  !  ceafe  to  iing  j 

Dumb  be  thy  voice,  and  mute  the  tuneful  firing  t 

To  evVy  note  miy  tears  refponfive  flow. 

And  my  big  heiirt  heaves  with  tumiultuous  wo. 

Ceafe  then,  O  bard  !   the  fcul-afFefting  tale  ; 

Nor  the  dear  object,  whom  I  ftili  bewail, 

To  mem'ry  bring  :  — among  the  mould'ring  dead^ 

Long  fmce,  my  fofLly-bluinlng  fair  is  laid. 

AH  pale  that  face,  whole  llightefl  air  could  move 

My  trembling  heart,  and  ilrlke  the  fprings  of  love. 

My  pride  !  m.y  folace  !  fmiling  nature's  boaft  ! 

—  Loil  to  the  world, ^to  me  for  ever  loll ! — 

Vol.  II.  T  Now, 
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Now,   bard,  reft  here,  and  raife  fome  fprightlier  lay, 

And  fend  the  tedious  hours  on  fong  away  : 

Fleafant  thy  voice  falls  on  our  llft'ning  ears, 

As  when  in  blooming  fpring  the  hunter  hears, 

Soon  as  he  wakens  from  his  dreams  of  joy, 

At  early  dawn,  the  fragrant  breezes  figh. 

Or  liflens  to  the  foft  melodious  ftrain, 

Which  ghofts  of  bards  fpread  o'er  the  fiknt  plain. 

End    of   BOOK    V. 


The  ARGUMENT   of  Book  VI. 

Al^ht  comes  on. — FIngal  gives  afcajl  to  his  army  i  at 
nidhich  Swaran  is  prefent. — The  King  commands  Ullln  his 
'  bardy  to  ghe  the  fong  of  peace ;  a  cuflom  always  cbfervvd 
at  the  end  of  a  vjar, — UUIn  relates  the  aClions  o/Trenmor, 
great-grandfather  to  Fingal,  ;'/;  Loclilin,  and  his  marriage 
with  Inlbaca,  the  daughter  of  a  King  there ^  who  was  an- 
csjlor  to  Swaran  ;  which  confi deration,  together  with  his 
being  brother  to  Agandecca,  with  whom  Fingal  was  in 
love  in  his  youth,  induced  the  King  to  releafe  him,  and  per' 
tnlt  him  to  return,  with  the  remains  of  his  ar?7iy,  into  Locli- 
lin, upon  his  promt fe  of  never  returning  to  Ireland  ih  a  ho- 
jl'^le  manner. — The  7i':ght  is  fpent  in  fitting  Sv/aran'/  de- 
parture, in  for.gs  f  hards,  and  in  a  converfation,  in  which 
the  (lory  of  Grumal  is  introduced  by  Fingal. — Morning 
T  2  <:omes. 
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coniss. — Swaran  departs, — Fingal^o^j  en  a  hunt'mgpariy  ; 
wid finding  Cucliullin  /;;  iht  cave  of  Tura,  comforts  hi}:7, 
and fets  fail  the  next  day  for  Scotland;  luhkh  concludes  the 
foQjn. — This  bcok  opens  iv'iih  the  fourth  flight j  and  ends  with 
the  morning  of  the  fi'xth  day. — The  time  of  fi.ve  day Sy  five 
nights,  and  a  part  of  the  fixth  day,  is  taken  up  in  the  poem. — 
Thefcene  lies  in  the  heath  of  htm j  and  the  mountain  Crom- 
la,  on  the  cojl  o/'Ulfter. 

GvyxvsxA^  fig7nfies  gloomy,  or  argry  hroia  ;  it  alfo  means 

■  fwiidor  pale, — Connan.  or   Colndin^  mecins  Iqvj  larang- 

■  l^i^i)  or  contention. 


^FI-N^ 
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BOOK      VI. 


'  I  ''HE  clouds  of  night  on  Cr.oml  a's  dark -brown  fteep 
Now  reft,  black  Iliades  Involve  die  miirm'rlng  deep ; 
O'er  Ullin's  roiling  waves  the  ftars  arife 
Full  in  the  north,  and  faintly  gild  the  fkies  : 

V 

Now  bright  they  twinkle,  now  obfcure  retire  ; 
Throngh  flying  mid  now  fnew  their  heads  of  fire  : 
A  hollow  wind  roars  in  the  diftant  wood, 
But  dark  and  filent  is  the  £eld  of  blood. 

Stiil  to  my  ears  arofe,  on  Lena's  plain, 
The  foft-vcic'd  Carril  of  the  tuneful  drain  : 

To 
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To  deeds  of  former  days  his  harp  was  ftrung  ; 
Of  the  companions  of  our  youth  he  fung, 
When  firft  on  Lego's  banks,  in  Branno's  hall, 
We  met,  and  fent  around  the  joyful  Ihell. 
The  woods  of  Cromla  anfwer'd  to  his  voice  j 
Its  cloudy  fteeps  return'd  the  foothing  noifet 
On  high,  the  ghofts  of  thofe  he  fung  appear. 
By  ruiTiing  blafts  born  through  the  yielding  air  • 
They  bend  with  joy,  attentive  to  his  lays. 
And  croud  to  hear  the  bard  refound  their  praife. 

I) 
Bleft  be  thy  foul,  amidft  thy  eddying  winds, 

Carril  !  thou  firft  of  bards,  and  beft  of  friends  i 

O  that  through  night  to  Ossian  thou'dft  appear<> 

When  in  his  hall  he  fits  opprcfs'd  with  care  ; 

Vv^hen  for  his  friends  his  filcnt  forrows  flowj 

Alone,  without  a  part'ner  in  his  wo. 

Anl 
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And  fometimes  do'ft  thou  to  my  hall  repair  ? 
rhy  light  hand  on  my  harp  I  often  here, 
Vhere  mute  it  hangs  upon  the  diftant  wall ; 
The  feeble  found  re-echoes  through  the  halJ. 
5ut  why  conceal  thyfelf  from  Ossian's  eyes  ? 
d  why,  alas  !  why  hear  I  not  thy  voice  ? 

hy  do'ft  not  fpeak  to  me  amidft  my  grief, 
Ind  to  thy  friend  afford  this  fmall  relief. 
To  tell  how  long,  alone,  I  thus  mufl  bear 
k.  weight  of  woes,  and  breathe  the  vital  air  ? 
)r  fhall  I  foon  my  tedious  life  refign, 
knd  in  the  fkies  my  valiant  kindred  join  ? 
Jecdlefs  cf  me,  though  thus  to  grief  a  prey, 
Jilent  on  clouds  thou  pafTeft  quick  away  ; 
Dr  in  thy  murm'ring  blafl  do'fl  difappear, 
ifVhile  thy  wind  whiftles  in  my  hoary  hair. 

And 
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And  now  on  Mora's  fide,  the  bands,  at  reft, 
Are  gather'd  round  to  fliare  the  genial  feaft.  '  j 

A  thoufand  aged  oaks»  with  bright'ning  rays, 
Fann'd  by  the  winds,  fend  forth  a  dreadful  blaze^       ; 
The  neighb'ring  heath  refledls  the  flaming  light;  .        I 
The  beamy  fplendour  gilds  the  face  of  night. 
The  ftrength  of  flieils  goes  round  j — o'er  all  joy  fliilles: 
The  chiefs  reclin'd,  refreih'd  froin  all  their  toils» 
Forgetful  of  the  labours  of  the  d;iy. 
In  chearful  mood  now  fend  the  hours  away. 
The  King  of  Lochlin  only  filent  fat, 
Infenfible  to  joy,  In  fallen  ftate  : 
The  happy  hod  around  he  mournful  ey'd, 
While  forrow  redden'd  In  his  looks  of  prIJe. 
Oft  as  to  Lena's  plain  his  view  he  turn'd. 
With  fhame  Indignant  all  his  bofom  burn'd  ; 
Rememb'ring  how  he  fell,  his  late  difgrace 
Swells  his  big  heart,  and  clouds  his  gloon:y  face. 

Thus 
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Thus  funk  in  grief  great  Fingal  him  beheld, 
As  he  fit  leaning  on  his  father's  flileld  : 
His  hoary  looks,  tofs'd  by  the  blail  of  night, 
Wav'd  graceful,  glittering  to  the  beamy  light. 
He  f  iw  the  King  with  heavy  cares  opprefs'd ; 
And  thus,  humane,  the  firft  of  bards  addrefs'd. 

O  Ullik  !  now  begin  the  chearing  lays, 
And  footh  our  cares  with  gentle  fongs  of  peace  : 
In  fprightliefl;  drains  exalt  thy  tuneful  voice, 
And,  after  battle,  let  our  fouls  rejoice  ; 
Delighted  with  foft  mufic's  melting  charms. 
Let  us  forget  the  difmal  noife  of  arms  ; 
And  let  a  hundred  founding  harps  be  near. 
To  gladden  Lochlin's  King,  and  drown  his  care  ; 
Your  voices,  and  your  harps,  at  once  employ. 
And  let  him  hence  depart,  rellor'd  to  joy  : 

VolTI.  U  Fer 
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For  S  WAR  AN  muft  not  forrowlng  from  us  go, 
"Tis  my  delight  to  clear  the  clouded  brow  ; 
None  ever  went  from  Fingal  fad  away.— 
Oscar,  I  meet  the  brave  in  bloody  fray  ; 
The  ftrong  in  battle  ray  fierce  fury  feel, 
And  tremble  at  the  lightning  of  my  fteel ; 
But  when  the  gallant  foe,  conftrain'd  to  yield 
By  chance  of  v/ar,  lies  proftrate  on  the  field, 
Then  does  my  pity  rife,  my  rage  fubfide. 
My  glitt'ring  blade  lies  peaceful  by  my  fide. 

Then  thus  the  mouth  of  fongs. —  In  other  years 
l^oung  Trenmor  liv'd,  far  fam'd  in  former  wars; 
Companion  of  the  ftorm  where  ocean  raves, 
With  fpeed  he  bounded  o'er  the  northern  waves  ; 
Till  Lochlin's  fnow-clad  hills,  that  threat  the  (kies, 
And  murm'ring  groves,  through  mill:  the  hero  fpies : 

Straight 
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Straight  to  the  rocky  land,  with  fav'ring  gales> 
He  made,  and  bound  his  fnowy  bofom'd  fails. 
With  hafty  fteps  he  left  the  founding  fhore. 
And  through  the  forefl:  chas'd  the  foaming  boar; 
From  his  dark  den  he  rous'd  his  bridled  rage, 
A  monfter  none  before  him  durfl  engage  ; 
Long  time  he  reign'd  the  terror  of  the  wood  ; 
But  Trenmcr's-  dart  deep  drank  his  vital  blood. 

Three  chiefs  at  diliance,  who  the  deed  beheld^ 
Upon  the  ftranger  gaz'd,  with  wonder  fill'd. 
To  Locklin's  court  the  joyful  news  they- bear. 
And  with  aftonifhment  fill  evVy  ear. 
Each  chief  to  Trenmor's  matchiefs  valour  pays. 
The  willing  tribute  of  unenvy'd  praife  : 
They  told,  how  bright  in  arms  the  hero  ftoodj 
And,  paffing  belief!   affay'd  the  dreary  wood; 

U  2  From 
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From  which  the  boldeft  warriors,  Rnick  with  dread, 
B/  the  boar's  threat'ning  terrors,  tremblmg  fled  : 
But  fearlefs  he,  and  fill'd  with  glorious  heat, 
Durft  yet  explore  the  monfter's  dark  retreat  j 
A  pillar  bright  of  fire,  he  pierc'd  the  glade. 
And  chas'd  him  through  each  winding  of  the  fliade  ; 
Prefs'd  on,  till  with  his  fpear  his  heart  he  found, 
And  ilretch'd  the  briPcly  favage  on  the  ground. 

The  King  of  Lochlin  then  prepares  the  feaft. 
And  calls  the  blooming  Trenmor  as  his  gueft. 
In  Gormal's  windy  tow'rs  three  feflive  days, 
Vv'ith  regal  honours  grac'd,  the  hero  ftays  : 
Each  day  he  drove  in  combat  on  the  plain, 
"With  Lochlin's  chiefs  by  turns  ; — none  can  fuftaln 
The  Ihock  of  Trenmor  on  the  lifted  field  ; 
Beneath  his  Jiand  their  mightiefl  champions  yield. 

Their 
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Then  through  the  hail  the  lliell  of  joy  went  round, 
And  longs  of  praife  to  Mo r  yen's  King  refound  ; 
His  fame  they  furig,  the  lirft  of  mighty  men, 
That  came  to  Lochlin  o'er  the  rolling  main. 

Now  the  fourth  morn  had  chas'd  the  fhades  of  night. 
And  ting'd  the  eaftern  fkies  with  rof^/  hght, 
When  rofe  the  hero;  and,  wiihout  delay, 
Lanch'd  out  his  bounding  ftiip  into  the  fea; 
Eager  to  reach  again  his  native  land. 
His  fails  are  fpread  ; — but  now  the  winds  withftand. 
The  gal-e,  which  faintly  blew  along  the  flood. 
He  hears  loud  murrhVing  in  the  diftant  wood ; 
Impatient,  through  his  (hrouds  to  hear  it  roar. 
He  walks  alone  along  the  fea-beat  (hore. 

When,  lo  !  before  him  fuddenly  appears 
A  fon  of  GoRMAL,  in  the  bloom  of  years  5 

In 
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:    D 

In  arms  of  fteel  array'd,  he  trod  the  plain, 

Ruddy  his  cheek,  and  lovely  was  his  mien  ;  | 

As  M  OR  yen's  new  fali'n  fnow  white  was  his  fkin  ; 

No  down  as  yet  had  fledg'd  his  tender  chin  ; 

In  beauteous  ringlets  wav'd  his  golden  hair; 

Ev'n  wrath  feem'd  picafing  in  a  form  fo  fair  : 

Mildly  he  rolls  his  blue  and  fmiling  eyes, 

And  in  thefe  words  the  King  of  fwords  defies. 

O  Trenmor  I  who  haft  come  far  o'er  the  main, 
Thou  firft  of  warriors  on  the  lifled  plain  ! 
Thou  mud  not  hence  attempt  the  wat'ry  way, 
Ere  thou  haft  try'd  my  force  in  fingle  fray  ; 
From  many  champions  thou  haft  glory  won, 
But  haft  not  yet  o'ercome  brave  Lonval's  fon  : 
Then  ftay,  O  chie"  !   'ga  .  ft  me  difplay  thy  might ; 
My  fword  has  often  met  the  brave  in  fight. 

The 
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The  wife  are  they  who  fhun  my  twanging  bow  ; 
In  me  thou  fhalt  engage  no  common  foe. 

Thou  falr-hair'd  youth  !  brave  Trenmor  thus  re- 

With  the  firft  blaft  I  crofs  the  fwelling  tide  ; 
/With  Lonval's  fon  I  will  not  ftrive  in  fight. 
Sunbeam  of  beauty,  weak  thy  boafted  might ; 
Betake  thee  hence,  and  bend  thy  crooked  bow 
Againft  the  dark-brown  hinds  on  Gormal's  brow. 

Hence  I  depart  not,  thus  the  youth  replies, 
''Till  Trenmor's  fword  becomes  my  gl t  0U5  prize  s 
Then  fliall  brave  Lonval's  fon  obtain  a  name. 
His  heart  exult  amidil  his  founding  fame. 
Round  him  who  conquer'd  thee,  the  blooming  fair 
In  crouds  fliall  gather,  and  with  fmiles  appear; 

Defire 
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Defire  and  wonder  fparkling  in  their  eyes. 
With  fighs  of  love  fliall  their  white  breads  arife. 
When  I  return  triumphant  from  the  fray. 
And  to  their  view  thy  pond'rous  fpear  difplay  ; 
Thoufands  fhall  fee  it  waving  in  my  hand, 
And  its  bright  point  far  beaming  o'er  the  ftrand. 

With  anger,  mix'd  wiih  pity,  Trenmor  ey'd 
The  youth  a  while;  then  warmly  thus  reply'd  : 
Better  thou  ftiou'dft  thy  empty  vaunts  forbear  ; 
Kence  thou  flialt  never  carry  Trenmor's  fpear  ; 
Thou  but  provok'ft  thy  doom  ;  —  the  forceful  dart. 
Sent  by  this  arm,  fhall  pierce  thy  boallful  heart  ; 
Soon  fhall  thy  mother  rend  her  hoary  hair, 
And  fill  with  loud  laments  the  liquid  air. 
When  Ihe  beholds  thee  welt'ring  in  thy  gore, 
Stretch'd  pale  in  death  on  Gormal's  echoing  ihore. 

And 
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And  kis,  far  dlftant  o'er  the  rolling  main. 
His  crouded  fails  by  whom  her  fon  was  {lain. 

To  whom  the  youth.  —  My  arm's  not  ilrong  with 
years. 
Nor  do  I  mingle  in  the  ftrife  of  fpears  ; 
But  with  the  twanging  bow,  and  feathered  dart, 
I've  learn'd  to  pierce  a  diftant  warrior's  heart, 
I  fee  thee  cover'd  o'er  with  ihining  fteel  i 
Thou  muft  diveil  thee  of  that  heavy  mail ; 
Thy  weightier  arms  'gainfi:  me  thou  well  may'ft  fpare> 
And  meet  on  equal  terms  tliy  foe  in  war. 
I  firft  lay  down  my  mail ;  —  now  lanch  thy  dart. 
And,  if  thou  canl]:,  0  King  !  tranfpierce  this  heart. 

She  faid;  and,-  fmliing,  dropt  her  radiant  veil: 
To  Trenmo&'s  fight  appear'dlisr  heaving  bread; 

Vol.  II.  X  A 


i62  F    r  N    G    A     L.  Book  VI. 

A  virgin  fair  he  Taw,  without  difguife  ; 

'Twas  the  King's  fifter  ftruck  his  wond'ring  eyes. 

She  had  beheld  him  'midil:  the  joyful  ihells, 

Andlov'd  his  ruddy  face  in  Go rm all's  halls. 

The  youthful  hero  drops  the  pointed  fpear, 

Abaili'd ;  he  fees,  he  knows,  the  blooming  fair. 

His  cheeks  with  glowing  blufhcs  are  o'erfpread  ; 

Dov."xic?.:l  his  looks,  afide  he  turns  his  head  ; 

His  wrath  fubfide^,  wliile  fofter  paffions  rife ; 

Ills  love-ftruck  foul  appears  in  his  moiil  eyes. 

He  too  had  feen  her  lovely  to  the  fight, 

And  now  beheld  her  like  a  beam  of  light. 

That  burils  on  thofe  v.^ho  in  a  cave  remain 

Immur'd,  v/hen  firfl:  they  fee  the  funny  plain  ; 

They  cannot  bear  the  fplendour  of  the  Ikies, 

But  from  the  dazzling  light  they  bend  their  akingeyes. 

Chief 
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Chief  of  the  windy  Morven  !  thus  the  maid 
Of  fnowy  arms  to  gallant  Trenmor  faid, 

0  grant  me  inthy  fhip  myfelf  to  hide. 

And  bear  me  hence,  far  o'er  the  roliing  tide. 

From  CoRLo's  love;  which  I'm  conftrain'd  to  hear^, 

Though  dreadful  as  the  thunder  to  mine  ear. 

His  gloomy  foul  no  brigh:  idea  charms  ; 

His  heart  the  nrs  of  glory  never  warms ; 

He  friendlhip's  facred  tranfports  ne'er  could  prove, 

Nor  feel  the  joys  refia'd  of  tender  love. 

1  hear  his  fordid  £uit  with  fix'd  difdain  ; 
Horror  and  hatred  in  my  bread  remain. 
Vengeance  he  vows,  fmce  I  his  love  rejec!;, 
Fir'd  with  refentment  at  my  -cold  negleil : 
Shaking  ten  thoufand  fpears,  he  fpreads  alarms, 
And  threats,  by  force,  to  win  me  to^iis  arms. 

X  2  To 
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To  whom  the  chief. —  Fair  maid  I  here  reft  in  peace 
Behind  my  fhield,  and  bid  thy  terrors  ceafe. 
My  heart,  O  Inibaca  !  knows  not  fear. 
Though  armed  thoufands  all  around  appear, 
I  never  tremble,  nor  from  danger  fly  ; 
In  thy  defence  I  long  my  fate  to  try : 
rir'd  by  thy  prefence,  and  by  glory's  charms, 
Superior  might  I'll  brave,  and  matchlefs  arms. 
This  moment  let  him  come,  inflam'd  with  ire  ; 
From  daftard  Corlo  I  lliall  not  retire. 
Glad  fhall  I  wait  him  on  the  founding  ftrand, 
And  brave  his  gloomy  heart,  his  vengeful  hand  ; 
And  though,  he  brings  ten  thouHmd  in  his  train, 
Their  fierceft  (hock  alone  I  will  fuftain. 

Three  days  the.  hero  waited  on  the  (hore  ; 
liis  hoarfe  rsfounding  horn,  with  hollovr  roar, 

He 


lookVL  F    I    N    G    A    L.  i6; 

le  fent  abroad,  the  dreadful  fign  of  war,  ' 
That  CoRLo  from  ills  echoing  hills  might  hear  : 
Jut  CoRLO  heard  not,  nor  to  battle  came; 
le  wou'd  not  meet  the  youth  of  rifmg  fame : 
Behind  his  hills  he  ftaid,  and  fhunn'd  the  fight ; 
ie  durd  not  againfl  Trenmor  prove  his  might. 

Fame  of  ths  lovely  Inibaca  tells, 

FoLochlin's  King,   within  his  tow'ring  halls. 

nvift  he  defcends  to  Gormal''S  founding  ftrand, 

'^nd  gives  the  blufiiing  maid  to  Trenmor's  hand. 

Fhree  days  they  feafted  on  the  roaring  fliore ;  "j 

Fhen  winds  to  Morven  waft  the  hero  o'er  ;  > 

I 
She  law  a  land  and  race  unknown  betore.  J 

I'heir  friends  w^ith  joy  beheld  the  happy  pair  ; 

For  beauty  fhe,  and  he  renown'd  in  war  : 

They  liv'd  the  pride  and  boaft  of  former  days  ; 

Their  fame  full  blooms  unfaded  in  their  race. 

Thus 
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Thus  fung  the  tuneful  bard ;  and  here  he  ceas'd. 
Then  gen'rous  Fingal  took  the  word  in  hafte 
With  look  ferene,  and  Toothing  fpeech,  he  ftrove, 
To  chear  dark  S\<^aran,  and  his  grief  remove. 


O  Lochlin's  King  !  though A'anquifli'd  in  the  fra^ 
Why  fitt'ft  thou  thus  to  gloomy  cares  a  prey  ? 
Valour,  thou  know'ft,  can't  viftory  fecure  ; 
The  bravell  yield  in  fome  ill-fated  hour : 
The  greatefl:  warriors  often  prefs  the  plain ; 
Their  might  the  boldeft  oft  difplay  in  vain. 
Nor  do'il  thou  fuffer  greatly  in  thy  fame. 
As  from  one  fource  we  draw  the  kindred  ftream  :       {'  - 
The  blood,  O  King  !  which  warms  thy  heaving  heart; 
The  fame  does  vigour  to  this  arm  Impart. 
Our  fathers  often  met  in  bloody  fight, 
Beeaule  the  ftrife  of  fpears  was  their  delight  j 

But 
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5ut  oft  as  friends  they  feafted  in  the  hall, 

f^nd  fent  around,  in  joy,   the  fprightly  fhell ; 

Then  parted  peaceful  on  the  founding  (hore. 

And  thought  of  wars,  and  labours  paft,  no  more. 

Jpmortal  honour  didfl:  thou  this  day  gain  ; 

Jire  was  thy  courfe  amidft  th'  embattl'd  plain  : 

What  ftreams  of  blood  by  thy  ftrong  arm  were  fhed  ! 

Kow  didll  thou  pile  the  plain  with  heaps  of  dead  i 

Like  ocean's  ftorm  thou  fwecp'ft  the  ranks  of  war  ; 

Thy  voice  like  thunder  echoes  from  afar, 

As  v;lien  a  thoufand  voices  rife  around. 

Of  warriors  mixt  in  fight,  with  dreadful  found  ; 

Thy  blazing  fword  like  lightning  gleams  on  high, 

And  iierceft  foes  before  thy  fury  fly. 

Enough  thou'ft  Ihewn  thy  prowefs  in  the  field  ; 

What  chief  like  thee  his  glitt'ring  arms  can  wield  ? 

If  martial  deeds  can  deathlefs  glory  give. 

Thy  fame,  OLochlin's  King  i  ftiall  ever  live. 

Now 
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Now  chear  thee,  Swaran,  and  partake  the  feafl; ; 
Nor  longer  fit  with  forrows  dark  opprefs'd. 
This  night  let  gladnefs  o'er  thy  face  appear, 
And  let  the  tuneful  harp  delight  thine  ear ; 
Soon  as  the  morn  its  orient  beams  difplays. 
Brother  of  Agandecca  !  go  in  peace. 
That  lovely  maid  ftlll  on  my  mournful  foul. 
Bright  as  the  noontide  beam,  doth  radiant  roll, 
I  faw  thy  grief  above  the  haplefs  fair  ; 
I  mark'd  thy. pity,  and  thy  tender  care  ; 
I  faw  along  thy  cheeks  the  big  tears  fall, 
And  therefore  fpar'd  thee  In  thy  father's  hall, 
When  red  with  flaughter  was  my  vengeful  blade. 
And  my  heart  pierc'd  with  forrow  for  the  maid. 
To-morrow  may'ft  thou  fpread  thy  bellying  fails, 
And  fpeed  thee  o'er  the  deep  with  profp'rous  gales. 
Or  do'ft  thou  chufe  once  more  to  prove  thy  might. 
And  try  thy  valour  in  the  lifted  fight  ? 

The 
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The  combat  which  ihy  fathers  gave  is  thine, 
When  gallant  Trenmor  diJ  in  Gormal  ih'ne  : 
So  may'il:  thou  hence  depart  auiid.l;  thy  fame, 
As  when  the  fun  difplays-his  fctiing  beam. 

The  King  ofLoci;LiN"s  waves  then  filcnce  brcAe,  . 
And  thus  the  King  of  IsIorven's  race  befpoke. — 
Firft  of  a  thoufand  heroes  !  — in  the  fight, 
Never  'gainft  thee  fnall  Sv/aTvAn  try  his  might; 
In  St  A  Race's  halls  I  fa  \v  thy  valour  fliovrn  j 
And  few  were  then  thy  years  beyond  my  own. 
"  When,"  to  my  foul  I  faid,   *'  fhall  I  in  war, 
"  Like  noble  Fin  gal,  lanch  the  forceful  fpear  :" 
Thy  flrength,  0  vrarrior  !  heretofore  I've  try'd. 
When  once  wc  fought  on  !Mal::ok.'3  ftaggy  fide  ; 
When  bounding  o'er  my  waves  I  fought  thy  halls, 
And  fliar'd  lliy  founding  fcall,  thy  thoufand  Ihells. 

Vol.  11.  Y  Let 
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Let  bards  to  future  times  tranfmit  his  name 
WIio  in  that  noble  ftruggle  overcame. 

But  many  fhips  with  me  that  crofs'd  the  m.aiiij 
Have  loll  their  youths  on  Lena's  bloody  plain  : 
Take  thefe,  0  King  !  and  what  thou  wilt  of  land, 
And  let  ms  henceforlh  call  thee  Swaran's  friend ;. 
And  when  thy  fons  to  Gop.mal's  mofiy  tow'rs, 
Along  the  deep  iliall  bring  their  martial  pow'rsj 
The  fcad  of  fheils  they'll  Ihare  within  my  hall, 
The  combat  ihall  be  cFer'd  on  the  vale. 

Nor  land  of  many  hills,  the  King  replyV, 
Kcr  fiiip  of  thine  th:it  crofs'd  the  rolling  tide, 
Siiall  FiNGAL  take:  —  No  ranfoni  I  demand  ; 
J  war,  tut  traOick  not,  in  Erin's  land. 
The  defcrt,  with  Its  deer,  does  rac  fufllce, 
And  Ihady  woods ;  —  from  thee  I  afK  no  price  :  ^— 

Still 
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Still  keep  v/hate'er  Is  thine  on  Lochlin's  fiiore; 
In  thy  dark  fhips  bear  hence  thy  wealthy  ftore. 
Thou  noble  friend  of  Ac  an  dec  c  a  ]  rife 
On  thy  blue  'waves  again  :  —  when  o'er  the  il:ies 
The  morning  beair.s,  then  fpread  thy  fnowy  fails  ; 


To  whom  thus  Sv/ARAN'  of  the  dark-brown  Uneld  : 
Bleft  be  thy  foul,  thou  nrft  in  ev'ry  Held  ! 
Thou  King  of  ihells  !  how  fiiaii  I  teil  thy  praifc  ? 
Thou  art  the  gentle  gale  of  fpring  in  peace  ; 
V/hen  rous'd  to  rage,  auiidil*  the  kindling  war. 
Rough  as  the  mountain-ftorm  thou  doit  appear. 
Kow,  noble  King  of  Morvek  !  take  my  hand. 
And  henceforth  count  me  as  thy  firmed:  friend. 
I  go  ;  —  but  let  thy  bards  in  plaintive  firain, 
Mcurn  for  my  friends  who  fell  on  Lena's  plain.— 

y  2  Let 
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Let  Lochlin's  chiefs,  there  nuniber'd  with  the  dead, 

By  Erin's  fons  in  earth  be  decent  kid  ; 

Be  it  their  care  the  mofly  ftones  to  raifej 

T'.Ieniorials  of  their  fame  to  future  days  ; 

So  fnali  the  children  of  the  -north  behold, 

Hereafter,  where  their  uilhers  fought  of  old  ; 

The  early  hunter  to  the  heath  (hail  come, 

And  fay,  as  he  leans  o'er  feme  niofs-grown  tomb, 

*''  FiNGAL  and  Swaran  in  the  ftrife  of  fpears 

*'  Here  fought,  the  gallant  chiefs  of  former  years." 

Thus  to  his  fon  hereafter  fliall  he  fay  ; 

And  thus,  O  King  !  cur  .f^mie  Ihall  ne'er  decay. 

Then  Fin  gal  thus.  —  However  great  in  fight, 
S  WAR  AN,  to-day  our  fame  is  at  the  height ; 
Vs^hatever  beaded  trophies  we  may  bear, 
Whatever  glory  gain  in  bicody  war  ; 

'  Sbon 
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Soon  in  the  earcli  is  laid  our  mould'ring  clay, 
And  as  a  dream  we  quickly  pafs  away. 
Silence  fliall  on  thefc  fields  of  battle  reign, 
Where  late  we  fought,  with  thouiands  in  our  train  ; 
The  fxla.in  of  Lena,  now  ic  fatal  found, 
Obfcure  Ihall  lie,  nor  know  one  martial  found  : 
Our  tombs,  all  unregarded  on  the  heath, 
No  more  Ihall  tell  what  warriors  lie  beneath  : 
The  himter,  tre'ading  o'er  fome  hero's  breall:. 
Si. all  heedlefs  pafs,  nor  know  our  place  of  reii. 
Bards  in  their  fongs  may  give  us  empty  praife. 
But,  ah  !   the  vigour  of -our  arms  will  ceafe. 
O  OssiAN'  !   Carril  !   Ullin  I  ye  explore 
The  fame  of  heroes  who  are  now  no  more  ; 
Give  us  fome  martial  fong  of  other  years, 
And  wi'h  ycur  pleafing  numbers  charm  our  ear^s, 
That  on  the  found  the  night  may  pafs  away, 
Tiil  morn  returns  in  pj,  and  brings  the  day, 

Tlie 
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The  tuneful  fong  vrc  rais'd  before  the  Kings ; 
A  hundred  harps  at  once,  with  trembling  firings. 
In  deep-ton'd  ftrains,  accompany 'd  our  voice  ; 
SwARAN  began  to  brighten  and  rejoice  : 
Touch'd,  as  he  liilen'd,  by  the  foothlng  for.nd. 
His  foul,  of  late  fo  fad,  in  blifs  is  drownM. 
Majeflic  did  the  ftream  of  mufic  roll : 
His  working  paflions  hear  the  fofc  control  ; 
Till  all  his  cares  forgot,  and  hiifh'd  to  pe.ice, 
A  f^ittl'd  joy  Ihone  o'er  his  dark-brown  face  ; 
As  when  the  moon,  fall-orb'd  at  fetting  day, 
Wins  through  furrounding  clouds  its  radian.::  way ; 
Then  caliti  and  broad  fnincs  forth  without  difguife;, 
And  through  the  fdent  night  adorns  the  fkies. 

The  mufic  ceas'd  ;  — when  Fin  gal  filence  broke, . 
And  in  thefe  words  to  hoary  Carril  fpokc  : 

Sa 
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ay,  Carril,  where  does  SEMo'sfon  abide  ? 
a  what  retreat  does  my  brave  friend  rcfide  ? 
.atcly  he  Ihone  a  meteor  bright  of  fire  ; 
!)o€£  he  to  Tura's  dreary  c;ve  retire  ? 

With  gloomy  wo  opprefi'd, — the  bard  replies^  — 
iiT'JRa's  dreary  cav€  the  hero  Jies  : 
}h  tow'rJs  the  heath  his  rolling  -eyes  he  turns, 
^nd  o'er  his  late  defeat  in  filence  mourns ; 
lis  thoughts  are  on  the  battle  which  he  lofi, 
ivA  the  brave  youths  that  fell  on  Ullin's  coail : 
)ft  on  his  fword  is  feen  his  mighty  hand  :  — 
H  vain  I've  try'd  to  footh  my  gallant  friend  j 
\li  fad  he  fits,  and  nought  can  comfort  yields 
for  he  was  oft  victorious  on  the  field. 
This  iv.'ord,  vrhich  oft  in  hoftilw  l)]ood  v/as  dy'd, 
Pe  fends  to  refl  en  noble  Fin  gal's  fide. 

'Tvras 
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'Twas  ever  wont  to  grace  a  conqu'ror's  hands ; 
Therefore  to  thee  the  deQIri'd  P;:cel  he  fczd~,  ; 
Foribon  as  thou  amv'dil:,  Jike  ocean's  ftorni, 
His  foes  were  fcatter'd  by  thy  mighty  arm. 
Accept  the  gift  ;  —  for  lie  no  more  v/lll  wiead 
The  glitt'iing  blade,  nor  thunder  o'er  die  E.ld ; 
For  like  the  mill  along  the  vale  that  fiies. 
Departed  is  his  fimie,  no  more,  to  rife. 

No,  faid  the  King,  from  its  undaunted  lord, 
FiNGAL  fhall  never  take  Cuchullin's  fword  : 
Strong  is  his  arm  In  war ;  —  the  hero's  name 
Shall  ever  flourlih  in  the  rolls-of  fame. 
The  truly  brave  are  they  who  are  endow'd 
With  conftancy,  and  firmefl:  fortitude  ; 
Who  thougli  once  conqiier'd  on  th'  embattl'd  plain, 
Sink  not,  but  flill  th'  unconquer'd  r:i.iiid  retain  ; 

Unquench'd 
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Unquencli'd  remains  the  animating  fire. 
That  fills  their  bofoms  with  fublime  defire^ 
Thus  many  warriors  overcome  by  might. 
Again  have  Ihone  vi(5torIous  in  the  fight ; 
Again  with  tranfport  heard  the  clang  of  arms  5. 
Again  have  mingl'd  in  the  dire  alarms. 
At  honour's  call ;  —  till  by  feme  bold  emprife. 
They  wipe  the  ftaia,  to  higher  glory  rife. 
Bright  as  the  fun  afcends  the  eaftern  fkies, 

O  King  of  groves  !  give  all  thy  grief  away^ 
Refume  thy  foul,  forget  this  fatal  day  : 
The  brave,  if  overcome,  are  yet  renown'd, 
In  the  fair  rolls  of  fame  their  names  are  found  -. 
The  glory  w^hich  they  loft  they  foon  regain. 
As  when  the  fun  Is  loft  in  heav'n's  blue  plain ; 
A  while  in  clouds  he  hides  his  radiant  face> 
But  looks  again  upon  the  hills  of  grafs. 

Vol, II.  Z  CoNA 
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Con  A  could  once  a  valiant  leader  boaft, 
Grumal;  —  he  fought  the  war  on  ev'ry  coaft. 
His  ear  delighted  in  the  din  of  arms, 
His  foul  rejoic'd  in  blood  and  dire  alarms. 
Once  in  his  lliips  he  bounded  o'er  the  maiuj 
And  pour'd  on  Craca's  ifle  his  warrior  train. 
The  King  of  Craca,  from  his  founding  grove^ 
Advanc'd  to  meet  him,  and  his  valour  prove  j 
For  in  dread  Brumo's  circle,  nigh  the  fhore. 
He  then  confulted  with  the  ftone  of  pov/*r. 

Fierce  for  the  maiden  of  the  brcafts  of  fnow 
The  heroes  fought,  and  gallant  was  each  foe  ; 
(Of  Craca's  diu^^hter,  the  far-founding  fame 
Had  Grumal  reached  at  Cona's  roaring  dream  ; 
He  vow'd  to  have  the  fnowy-bofom'd  fair, 
Or  die  on  echoing  Craca  in  the  war). 

Three 
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Three  days  the  chiefs  renew'd  the  bloody  fight ; 
But  Grumal  yielded  to  fuperior  might; 
Upon  the  fourth  he  fail'd,  he  prefs'd  the  ground. 
And  was  by  Craca's  King  in  fetters  bound. 

Far  from  his  friends,  defeated  and  difgrac'd. 
In  Brumo's  horrid  circle  was  he  plac'd ; 
Where  oft,  'tis  told,  around  the  flone  of  fear, 
Ghofts  of  the  dead  in  difmal  bands  appear; 
Ghaftly  they  glare  athwart  the  gloomy  glade. 
And  with  dread  howlings  fill  the  awful  Ihade. 
His  native  Con  a  Grumal  reach'd  again  ; 
Again  he  thunder'd  o'er  th'  embattl'd  plain : 
Bent  on  revenge,  he  flew  to  Craca's  land. 
Like  heav'n's  bright  fire  ;  —  beneath  his  mighty  hand 
Foes  fell  In  heaps :  —  the  terror  of  his  name 
Was  fpread  afar  :  —  Thus  Grumal  had  hia  fame. 

Z  2  Again, 
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Again,  ye  bards,  raife  high  the  lofty  fong, 
And  let  the  praife  of  heroes  pour  along : 
*rhat  on  their  fame  our  fouls  may  reft  in  peacCy 
And  forrow  may  in  Sw Aran's  bofom  ceafe. 

On  Mora's  heathy  fide  the  warriors  lay, 
There,  ftretch'd  at  eafe,  they  wait  ih'  approach  of  day  5 
The  dark  winds  ruftle  o'er  each  hero's  head, 
And  night  around  them  pours  Its  fable  fhade . 
To  call  foft  fleep,  and  all  their  cares  compofcs 
At  once  a  hundred  tuneful  voices  rofe ; 
A  hundred  founding  harps  at  once  were  ftrung. 
And  mighty  deeds  of  former  years  were  fung. 

But  now,  alas  !  the  bard  when  fliall  I  hear  ? 
When  fhall  my  father's  fame  delight  my  ear  ? 
Ceas'd  now  on  Morven  is  the  harp's  foft  found  ; 
Ko  voice  of  mufic  is  on  Con  a  found  : 

The 
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"he  bard,  dead  with  the  mighty,  I  deplore, 
.nd  fame  is  in  the  defert  now  no  more. 


Now  morning  rofe  on  Cromla's  hoary  height, 
nd  fcarcely  ftreak'd  the  eaft  with  glimm'ring  light, 
Vhen  Swaran's  horn  is  heard  with  warning  found 
)'er  Lena  :  ^ocean's  fons  are  gather 'd  round; 
ilent  and  fad,  they  quit  the  fatal  ftrand, 

Their  (hips  they  mount,  and  feek  their  native  land ; 

The  briny  deep  they  fkim  with  profp'rous  gales ; 

The  blaft  of  Ullin  is  behind  their  fails, 

?^hite  bellying,  as  they  plough  the  watry  way  ; 
ike  Morven's  miftthey  float  along  th€  fea. 

SwARAN  difmifs'd,  —  thus  mighty  Fikgal  fays, 
"^low  call  my  dogs  long-bounding  in  the  cnace, 
tVliite  chefted  Bran,  that's  fleeter  than  the  wi!:d, 
f^nd  Luath  of  furly  ftrength,  to  roufe  the  hind. 

FiLLAN 
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FiLLAN,  and  Ryno  ;  —  but  he  is  not  here;  r 

No  more  will  he  partake  the  fylvan  war  : 

The  hunter  fell  on  Lena's  bloody  heath  ; 

Peaceful  he  refts  upon  the  bed  of  death. 

FiLLAN  and  Fergus,   found  aloud  my  horn, 

And  roufe  dull  echo  with  the  rifmg  morn. 

Round  Cromla  let  the  joyful  chace  arlfe, 

Let  hills  and  dales  refound  with  chearful  cries  ; 

So  at  the  lake  of  roes  the  ftartl'd  deer, 

Shall  hear  the  noife,  and  tremble  as  they  hear. 

Shrill  through  the  echoing  wood  now  fpreads  tt 
noife  ; 
Sudden  the  branchy  fons  of  Cromla  rife  : 
At  once  a  thoufand  dogs,  unloos'd  from  chains. 
Fly  off,  grey-bounding  o'er  the  heathy  plains. 
By  ev'ry  dog  a  deer  on  earth  is  laid ; 
Three  by  white  breafted  Bran  in  death  are  fpread: 
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e  brought  them,  in  their  flight,  to  Fingal's  feetj' 
hat  the  King's  joy,  beholding,  might  be  great. 

On  Ryno's  tomb,  and  full  in  Fingal's  view, 
)ne  deer  dropt  down,  whereat  his  griefs  renew, 
ilent,   he  faw  the  ftone  that  lay  in  peace, 
)n  him  that  once  was  foremoft  in  the  chace. 
Then  thus  :  —  O  Ryno  !   thou  no  more  ihalt  rife 
To  glad,  at  Cromla's  feaft,  thy  father's  eyes  ; 
iere,  flretch'd  in  death,  thou  prefleft  foreign  clay, 
>^or  more  flialt  overtake  the  branchy  prey  ; 
jlhy  tomb,  foon  hid,  the  ftranger  lliall  not  know  ; 
Soon  o'er  thy  grave  lliall  rank  grafs  waving  grow  : 
The  feeble  race  of  future  times  fliall  come, 
And  tread,  with  heedlefs  fleps,  above  thy  tomb. 
When  not  the  fmalleft  veftige  fhall  remain. 
To  tell  where  lies  the  mighty  on  the  plain. 

Nov.-, 
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Now,  OssiAN,  FiLLAN,  of  the  dark- brown  hair. 
Sons  of  my  ftrength,  and  funbeams  bright  in  war  ! 
Gaul,  firft  of  heroes  !  let  us  ftraight  afcend 
Dark  Cromla's  fleep,  and  feek  our  gallant  friend  ;. 
Let  us  to  Tura's  dreary  cave  repair. 
Where  lies  the  dauntlefs  chief  of  Erin's  war. 
But  fay,  what  tow'rs  are  thefe  that  meet  my  eyes, 
That  gray  and  lonely  on  the  heath  arife  ? 
Sad  is  the  King,  and  thefe  are  Tura's  walls, 
Forfaken  now,  and  filent  are  his  halls. 
To  find  the  forrowing  warrior  let  us  hafte. 
And  pour  forth  all  our  joy  into  his  breaft. 
But  is  not  that  Cuchullin  on  tlie  height  ? 
Or  does  fome  floating  mill  deceive  my  fight  ? 
FiLLAN,  my  eyes  are  dimm'd  by  Cromla's  wind, 
And  cannot  well  diftinguilh  my  brave  friend. 

It 
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It  is  the  mighty  chief,  young  Fill  an  cries, 
'Tis  Semo's  fon,  O  King,  that  meets  thy  eyes  j 
Gloomy  and  fad  appears  thy  gallant  friend  ; 
Upon  his  beaming  fword  he  rells  his  hand. 
Hail  to  thee,  chief !   who  do'il  in  tight  excel. 

Thou  breaker  of  the  founding  ihields,  all  hail  ! 

« 

Raifing  his  eyes.  Cue  hull  in  look'd  amaz'd  5. 
He  paus'd  a  while,  and  on  the  warriors  gaz'd ; 
With  chearful  afpedl,  though  he  inly  mourn'd. 
He  filence  broke,  and  aufwer  thus  return'd. 

Health  to  thee,  youth,  to  all  ofMoRVEN's  traln^ 
The  braveft  warriors  on  th'  embattl'd  plain  ; 
A  noble  th-rO:  of  fame  your  fouls  infpires, 
And  fills  each  panting  breaft  with  great  defii  es  : 
Grateful  thy  prefence,  Fingal,  to  my  eyes. 
As  yon  .•11-c'  earing  fun  that  Tuhts  the  lk"es, 

Vol,  XL  A  a  V^hts^ 
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When  the  tir'd  hunter  does  his  abfence  mourn. 
Then  glad  beholds  him  'tvvixt  the  clouds  return. 
Thy  fons,   like  flars  that  gild  the  face  of  nighty 
Thy  glorious  courfe  attend  amidLl  the  fight. 
Not  thus,  by  thee,  O  Fin  gal  !   was  I  Cttn 
In  Albion's  wars,  returning  from  the  plain, 
'Gainfl  the  world's  emp'ror,  when  my  pow'rs  T  led. 
And  from  my  dreadtiJ  arm  his  legions  fled. 
Whcre-e'er  my  fword  a  bloody  paiTage  hew'd, 
I\Iy  gallant  troops  the  glorious  path  purfu'd  ; 
Nor  cou'd  the  ftrangers  long  their  iliock  fuftain. 
But  backward  turn'd,  in  terror,  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Furfaers,  and  purfifd,  with  equal  haPte, 
Together  mingl'd,  o'er  their  trenches  pafs'd ; 
Which  with  my  eager  bands  that  day  I  ftorm'd. 
Till  rage,  and  wo,  and  death,   the  camp  deform'd. 
Soon  from  the  fpoiler's  hands  the  fpoil  we  took ; 
The  (Irangers  foon  the  defert  iile  forfook. 

The 
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The  world's  great  King  thus  foil'd,  colIe<5ts  with  care 
The  fcatter'd  remnants  of  fuccefslefs  war. 
FaJI'n  was  his  creR  that  kite  fo  dreadful  rofe  ; 
His  helm  difgrac'd,    no  more  its  fplendor  fhows  ; 
His  regal  vefture  ftrews  the  duily  plains. 
And  not  a  trace  of  all  his  pomp  remains  : 
Difdain  and  grief  his  heart  alternate  rend, 
And,  like  two  vultures,  in  his  bread  contend  ; 
No  more  his  looks  their  wonted  fiercenefs  boaft  ; 
He  fled,  and  with  him  fled  his  num'rous  hoft. 
O  FiNGAL  !  thou  hafl:  known  me  thus  renown'd  j 
Thou  haft  beheld  me  thus  with  conqueft  crown'd  : 
Then  didft  thou  meet  me  drench'd  in  hoftile  gore. 
When  from  the  field  I  glorious  trophies  bore  ; 
Then  with  fuccefs  my  arms  I  did  employ, 
And  to  the  hill  of  hinds  return'd  with  joy. — 

A  a  2  But 
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But  now  — — ~— 

— Thy  arms  what^lory  e'er  did  crown  ? 

T'husCoNAN  cry'd,  the  chief  of  fmall  renown; 
Thou  talk  of  conqueft  in  the  ftrlfe  of  fwords  ! 
Where  are  the  deeds  to  match  thy  boaftful  words  ? 
Why  dldft  not  now  difplay  thy  force  in  arms, 
When  CoRMAc's  throne  was  fhook  with  dire  alarms  ? 
Where  was  this  matchlels  prowefs  in  the  field, 
When  late  thou  didfl:  to  proud  invaders  yield  ? 
And  why  did  we  come  o'er  the  rolling  main. 
To  aid  thy  feeble  fword  on  Lena's  plain  ? 
]  fight  thy  battles,  I  thy  foes  defy, 
While  thou  do'ft  to  thy  cave  of  forrow  fly. 
Refign  to  me,  O  chief !  thefe  arms  of  light, 
Co  NAN  can  better  ufe  th^m  in  the  fight. 

To 
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To  him  CucHULLix,  with  indignant  fcorn  : 
Thou  art  for  vaunting,  not  for  adllon  bom  ; 
And  hadft  thou  elfewhere  dar'd  our  wrath  provoke. 
Thy  laft  of  words,  infenfate,  hadft  thou  fpoke  : 
But,  CoNAN,  know,  no  hero,  from  its  lord, 
The  braveft,  durft  demand  Cuchullin's  fword  ; 
And  fhcu'd  a  thoufand  heroes  on  the  plain 
Demand  my  arms,  dark  youth,  it  were  in  vain. 
Too  weak  art  thou  the  pond'rous  mail  to  wield. 
And  few  thy  deeds,  0  Co  nan  !  in  the  field  ; 
Thou  ne'er  waft  known  in  noble  ftrlfe  to  dare. 
Or  boldly  face  the  arduous  front  of  war  ; 
Thou  only  with  thy  noify  tongue  canft  fight. 
And  feet  are  given  thee  but  to  fpeed  thy  fl"ght. 
Who  but  fo  knov/n  a  daftard  dares  to  fay, 
That  I  forfook  my  friends,  or  run  away. 
The  King  of  Lochlin  on  the  heath  has  found, 
I  was  not  forc'd  with  eafe  to  quit  my  ground  : 

Not 
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Not  fucli  his  warriors  found  me,  when  Inclos'd, 
Singly  their  ftrength  united  I  oppos'd; 
Withftood,  to  fave  my  friends,  their  thick  array. 
Then,  glutted  with  their  flaughter,  freed  my  way. 
I  did  not  to  the  gloomy  cave  retire. 
Till  Erin's  warriors  did  in  fight  expire. 
Thou  feek  my  arms  ?  —  difmifs  that  vanity, 
And  know  thou  art  "belovr  a  death  from  me. 
Then  reft  fecure  ;  for  thou  canft  neither  fhare 
The  gloiy,  nor  divide  the  toils  of  war. 

Here  ceas'd  the  valiant  chief  of  Erin's  war. — 
FiNGAL  on  CoNAN  look'd  with  brow  fevere; 
And  thus,  Youth  of  the  feeble  arm  !  he  fpoke, 
Mute  be  thy  tongue,  nor  mor^  the  chief  provoke  : 
Infulter  !  v.'hat  cou'd  prompt  thee  thus  to  dare 
With  him  in  merit,  or  in  praife  compare  ? 

The 
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The  lies  of  envy,  and  the  taunts  of  fcorn, 
What  chief  can  bear  without  a  brave  return  ? 
And  fliou'd  th'  offender  in  his  wrath  be  flain, 
What  man  can  juft  revenge  in  bounds  reftrain  ? 
Thou,  CoNAN,  blind  by  malice,  do'fl:  not  view 
What  to  Cue  HULL  IN  and  his  worth  is  due  ; 
But  his  great  foul  difdains  to. let  thee  feel, 
The  fatal  fury  of  his  vengeful  fteel ; 
He  fcorns  'gainfi;  thee  t'  afiert  his  rightful  claim^ 
It  lies  en  me  to  vindicate  his  name. 
His  hand  is  us'd  the  glorious  fword  to  wield. 
To  palms  of  conquefh  In  the  deathful  field  ; 
Pvcnown'd  and  dreaded,  the  bold  hero  goes. 
Through  toils  and  dangers  'midft  embattl'd  foes  : 
On  Albion's  hills  his  well-try'd  worth  is  known. 
And  victory  in  ev'ry  land  his  own. 
Thou  ftormy  chief  of  Innisfail  !  thy  name 
Has  often  reach'd  ms  on  the  wings  of  fame, 

Novr 


15^2  F    I    N     G    A    L.  Book  VI. 

Now  fpeed  thee  o'er  the  deep  with  foudiern  gales. 
Spread  for  the  ifle  of  mill  thy  fnowy  fails  ; 
Soon  in  thy  bounding  ihips  thou'lt  reach  the  fhore. 
Where  fair  Bragela  does  her  chief  deplore; 
Where  leaning  on  her  rock,  thy  fpoufe  appears 
Mournful,  each  tender  eye  all  bath*d  in  tears  ; 
Tofs'd  by  the  winds  her  hair  difhevell'd  flies, 
Her  heaving  breaft  is  fill'd  with  crouded  fighs  ; 
Each  night  fhe  liftens  on  the  founding  ihore. 
To  hear  the  blaft  that  wafts  her  hero  o'er : 
She  longs  to  hear  from  far  thy  rowers  voice. 
And  liften  to  thy  harp's  melodious  noife.. 

Long  fliall  Bragela  liften  thus  in  vain, 
Said  the  dirk  chief;  —  for  never  o'er  the  main, 
Defeated  and  difgrac'd,  (hall  I  return, 
To  raife  the  fair- one's  fighs,  and  caufe  her  mourn  : 

Shd 
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She  ever  faw  Cue  hull  ik  crovvn'd  with  fame. 
How  can  (lie  fee  him  cover'd  thus  with  Ihame  ? 
Time  was,  O  King,  that,  victor  on  the  field, 
I  made  the  braveO:  foes  before  me  yield ; 
Refiftlefs  was  I  deem'd  in  former  wars. 
And  dreadful  in  the  ftrife  of  other  fpears. 

Still  may'ft  thou  fhine  vidlorious  o'er  the  field, 
Thy  foes,  fald  Fingal,  dill  before  thee  yield; 
Still  may'ft  thou  in  the  arduous  toils  of  fight, 
Dlfplay  thy  valour,  thy  unconquer'd  might. 
Ere  long  invaders,  coming  from  afar. 
May  call  for  all  thy  fKill  and  force  In  war ; 
Strangers  hereafter,  with  a  num'rous  hoft. 
Shall  threaten  Erin,  and  lay  wafte  Its  coafl : 
Young  CoRMAC  fhall  thy  watchful  care  demand, 
And  many  warriors  fall  by  thy  dread  hand  ; 
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Thy  ftrength  fhall  teach  the  fierceft  foes  to  yield  ; 
Thy  conqu'rlng  arms  Ihall  prove  a  happier  field  ; 
Thy  fame  like  Cromla's  branchy  tree  fhall  grow, 
And  fartheft  regions  thy  great  prowefs  know. 
Mean  while,  O  Oscar.  !  hither  bring  the  deer, 
And  now  in  hafte  the  feaft  of  fliells  prepare. 
In  Erin's  land,  fince  war's  grim  horrors  ceafe. 
And  the  rude  din  of  arms  is  hufh'd  to  peace, 
This  day,  my  fons  !  we  may  in  mirth  employ, 
Indulge  the  feaft,  and  give  the  hours  to  joy  : 
Our  dangers  paft,  our  arms  with  fuccefs  crov/n'd. 
Let  plcafure  fmile  on  ev'ry  face  around  ; 
Let  all  our  friends  look  chearful,    gay,  and  bright, 
Forget  their  toils,  and  {hare  of  our  delight ; 
Be  all  that's  gloomy  baniih'dfrom  our  train. 
And  happincfs  in  ev'ry  bofom  reign ; 
Let  bards  firike  up  the  loft  melodious  lay, 
And  with  fweet  ftrains  beguile  the  time  away  j 

So 
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So  may  each  warrior  fmk  to  pleafing  reft. 
Till  morning's  earlieft  beam  adorns  the  caft. 

He  fald. — We  fat,  we  feafted,  and  we  fung. 
And  many  a  voice  arofe,  and  harp  was  ftrung. 
Cue  HULL  IN,  by  degrees,  refumes  his  foul. 
His  working  paffions  hear  the  foft  controul ; 
The  fame  of  heroes  makes  his  bofom  burn. 
He  feels  the  vigour  of  his  arm  return  ; 
His  grief  fubfides,  his  cares  are  huHi'd  to  peace. 
And  gladnefs  brightens  o'er  his  glowing  face. 
'Twas  Ullin  bore  the  burden  of  the  fong, 
And  foft-volc'd  Carkil  led  the  tuneful  throng  i 
In  decp-ton'd  notes  the  bards  exalt  the  ftrains. 
And  fweeteft  founds  are  fpread  along  the  plains. 
I  often  join'd  the  bards :  —  then  mlght'ft  thou  hear 
Me  alfo  fing  the  battles  of  the  Ipear  j 

B  b  2  Battles 
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Battles  in  wlilcli  I  fought :  —  but  now  no  more 

Heroes  I  fee,  nor  hear  the  battle  roar  : 

Ceas'd  Is  my  former  fame  ; — I  fit  forlorn 

Near  my  friends  tombs,  and  there  in  filence  mourn, 

Unweary'd  we  purfu'd  the  tuneful  drain, 
While  foothing  raptures  feiz'd  the  lift'ning  train; 
'Till,  unpercelv'd,  the  heav'ns  with  ftars  were  hung. 
And  night,  half-fpent,  furpris'd  th'  unfinilh'd  fong. 
Then  Fingal  order'd,  and  the  mufic  ceas'd. 
And  Morven's  fons  retir'd  to  gentle  reft. 
Diffolv'd  in  flumbers,  thus  the  warriors  lay. 
Till  morning  came  with  joy,  and  brought  the  day, 

Firll  Fingal  rofe  :  —  He  rears  his  awful  voice  ; 
The  bands  faft  gather  round  the  warning  noife ; 
He  moves  from  Lena  tow'rds  the  founding  ftrand. 
His  fpear  bright-beaming  in  his  mighty  hand  : 

We 
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tVe  follow  after  like  a  ridge  of  fire, 
^nd  gladly  from  the  fatal  heath  retire. 

Then  thus  the  King  addrefsM  his  gallant  train  i 
'.n  happy  time  let's  crofs  the  rolling  main  ; 
Spread  your  white  fails,  my  fons,  for  Morven's  fhore^ 
\nd  catch  the  gales  that  full  from  Lena  pour. 

Joy,  at  the  word,  in  ev*ry  bofom  glows  ; 
3n  the  blue  waves,  with  chearful  fongs,  we  rofe ; 
>wift  with  tali-bending  mafts  our  veflels  glide, 
bid  nod  alternate  o'er  the  foaming  tide  ; 
lound  their  dark  fides  the  briny  waters  roar, 
shouting,  we  land  on  Morven's  ftormy  Ihore, 


End    of    FIN  GAL. 


T  W  O     F  R  A  G  M  E  N  T  S. 

From     the     Gaelic. 
FRAGMENT    XI. 


A   R   M   Y   N. 

AND  do'ft  thou  aik  for  whom  my  forrows  flow  ? 
Sad,  fad  I  am,  nor  fmall  my  caufe  of  wo  : 
No  brave  fon's  lofs,  O  Kirmor.  !  claims  thy  tears, 
Nor  daughter's,  well-belov'd,  excites  thy  cares ; 
Thy  valiant  Connar  ftill  beholds  the  light, 
Thy  fair  foft  Annir  Hves  to  ble.s  thy  fight  ; 
Thefe  blooming  boughs  return  thy  fond  embrace  ; 
But  Arm  IN  is  the  lafl:  of  all  his  race. 

Dark 
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Dark  is  the  bed  where  haplefs  Daura  lies,  j 

Profound  the  fleep  which  now  feals  up  her  eyes.  I 

When  fnalt  thou  wake  to  footh  me  with  thy  fong  ? 
When  (liall  thy  voice  of  mufic  charm  the lift'ning  throng? 

Ye  winds  of  autumn  !  rife  with  furious  breath, 
Blow  ftrong  upon  the  dark  and  dreary  heath  ; 
Ye  rapid  torrents  !  from  the  mountains  pour  ; 
Through  lofty  oaks,  ye  tempefts  !  howl  and  roar; 
By  intervals,  0  moon  I  fhew  thy  pale  face, 
Let  broken  clouds  thy  filver  light  deface, 
And  bring  to  my  remembrance  that  fad  night. 
When  all  my  children  perifh'd  from  my  fight  ; 
When  Arindel  the  great  untimely  fell, 
And  Daura,  who  in  beauty  did  excel. 
Was  fnatch'd  by  death,  in  all  her  bloom,  away, 
And  left  me  thus  forlorn,  to  grief  a  prey. 

My 
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My  daughter  Daura  floiirifnM  fair  to  figlit; 
On  Jura  hills  the  moon  flilnes  not  fo  bright  : 
White  as  the  fleeces  of  defcending  fnow. 
Sweet  as  the  gale  when  vernal  breezes  blow. 
To  ufe  the  bow  my  Arindel  was  flrong  ; 
Keen  flew  his  fpear  amidft  th'embattl'd  throng  ; 
Like  hov'rmg  m.ifts  on  waves  his  rolling  eyes, 
Like  red-fwoln  clouds  when  gloomy  ftorms  arife, 
So  blaz'd  'miuft  warring  hofts  his  blood-ftain'd  faield,. 
His  looks  fo  darted  crofs  the  deathful  field. 

To  court  my  D aura's  love,  and  tell  his  flame. 
Great  Armor,  fam'd  in  arms,  Impatient  came  ; 
Nor  long  ilie  held  the  youth  In  anxious  pain. 
Soon  did  his  fuit  a  kind  return  obtain. 
With  joyful  hopes  their  friends  beheld  the  pair ; . 
For  beauty  fae  renown'd,  and  he  In  war» 
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Earch,  fonofODGAL,  with  malignant  eyes. 
Beheld  hxis  foe  blefs'd  in  the  deftin'd  prize. 
Armor,  his  foe,  who  had  his  brother  flain, 
Bent  on  revenge,  he  fiew  acrofs  the  main, 
.^s  fome  feafaring  man,  he  trode  the  ftrand. 
His  fair  Ikiif  lightly  rode,  well  nigh  the  land. 
Calm  and  ferene  appear'd  his  furrow'd  brow, 
His  aged  locks  were  filver'd  o'er  with  fnow; 
In  clofe  difgiiiie,  he  thus  approach'd  the  maid, 
rind  then,  Vv'ith  artful  lies  difiembiing,  faid, 

FalreH:  of  women  !  blefs'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 
O  lovely  virgin,  of  great  Armyn's  race  ! 
A  fea-girt  rock  there  lies,  not  far  from  land. 
Whereon  a  tree  bent  down  with  fruit  doth  Hand, 
P^ed-fiiining  from  afar  the  fruit  you'll  fee  ; 
There  Armor  waits  impatiently  for  thee. 

Here, 
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Here,  with  love's  fpeed,  he  charg'J  mc  to  repair, 
And  o'er  the  narrow  fea  convey  his  fair. 
Commiffion'd  thus,  I  chearfully  obey  ; 
Hafte,  then,  thou  happy  bride  !  and  come  away. 

To  this  fa]fe  ta!e  the  fond  deluded  maid 
Lent  a  too  ready  ear,  by  love  betray'd. 
In  an  ill-fated  hour,  away  (lie  hy'd 
Acrofs  the  flood  with  her  deceitful  guide  : 
With  fpeed  (he  mounts  the  rock ;  — flie  throv/s  Iier  eyes'] 
Eager  around. — Armor,  my  love  !  fne  cries;  % 

Armor,  my  love  !  the  echoing  rock  replies.  J 

Ah  cruel  !   why  torment  me  thus  with  fear  ? 
Hear,  Ardnart's  fon  !   'tisDAURA  calls;  O  hear! 
In  vains  Hie  calls  ;  no  Apmor  is  at  hand, 
And  treach'rous  Earch  files  laughing  to  the  land. 
Abandon'd  thus,  her  voice  Cliq  loud  extends. 
And  with  her  piercing  Ihouts  the  fkies  fhe  rends, 

C  c  2  Will 
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Will  not  my  brother  come  and  bring  redrefs  ? 
'  Will  not  my  father  fee  my  deep  diflrefs  ? 
O  Arindel  !  O  Armyn  !  muft  I  here 
End  -my  fad  being,  and  no  fuccour  near  ? 
Why  to  relieve  your  Daura  don't  you  fly  ? 
Ah  !  is  there  none  to  hear  my  piteous  cry  ? 

My  fon  firft  heard  his  fiRcr  thus  deplore  ; 
Her  loud  laments  had  reach'd  the  anfw'ring  fliore  ; 
Down  the  deep  hill  he  rufh'd  with  eager  pace, 
Clad  in  the  fiiaggy  trophies  of  the  chace  ; 
"Then  to  the  fea,  with  hafty  flride,  he  bent 
His  courfe  ;  —  his  arrows  rattled  as  he  went  ; 
His  tough- flrung  bow  adorn'd  his  better  hand  ; 
Five  trufty  dark-grey  dogs  his  fteps  attend : 
The  traitor  Earch  upon  the  beach  he  found 
'Lurking,  —  and  fall  unto  an  oak  him  bound  j 

Round 
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1R.ound  his  bare  limbs  a  thong  of  hide  thick  flies. 

He  loads  the  wind  with  groans,  with  fhrieks,  and  cries. 


His  filler  to  refcue,  and  bring  to  land, 
In  a  fmali  barge  my  fon  then  quits  the  ftrand ; 
The  furgy  deep  he  mounts,  he  plows  his  way 
Among  the  foaming  billows  of  the  fea  : 
Mid- way  he  had  not  reach'd,  when  Armor  came. 
With  love,  and  indignation,  all  on  flame  ; 
Full  at  my  fon  the  twanging -bow  he  drew, 
With  aim  too  fare  the  fatal  arrow  flew  ; 
With  winged  force  it  brought  the  deadly  wound^ 
And  through  his  heart  an  eafy  paflage  found. 
Sudden  the  oars  are  ftopp'd;  and,  o'er  the  fide, 
Headlong  he  falls  into  the  foaming  tide. 
For  traitor  Earch  miflaken  thus  he  dy'd. 
Upon  the  rock  the  furge  him  panting  throws ; 
f  Thsre  he  expir'd,  there  ended  all  his  woes. 


For 
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For  Daura,  what  a  fight !  what  horrors  thrill 
Her  tender  heart,  what  cruel  forrows  fill  ? 
When  round  her  feet  flie  faw  her  brother's  gore, 
In  purple  tides  diftaining  all  the  fhore. 

Daili'd  to  the  rocks,   the  boat  Is  broke  In  twain. 
But  dauntlefs  Armor  plunges  in  the  main; 
Nor  ftorms,  nor  rocks,  his  foul  can  terrify, ' 
Fix'd  to  redeem  his  Daura,  or  to  die  ; 
When  fudden  from  the  hill  a  blaO:  arofe, 
Which  all  the  waves  In  v/ild  confufion  throws  ; 
So  rage  the  feas,  fuch  darknefs  blinds  the  fky, 
That  the  black  night  receives  a  deeper  dye  ; 
At  length  a  foaming  billow  flops  his  breath. 
Breaks  o'er  his  head,  and  whelms  him  underneath. 

Of  ev'ry  hope  bereft,  and  ev'ry  aid, 
AU  on  th?  .ca  beat  rock,    the  mournful  maid 

Si 
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chearlefs  and  alone  ;  — with  grief  opprefs'd 
oac  groan'd,  fhe  wept,  fhe  beat  her  fnowy  breaft  ; 
From  far  were  heard  her  plaints,  her  heaving  fighs. 
And  loud,  and  frequent,  were  her  piercing  cries. 
Her  haplefs  father  ftood  upon  the  fhore, 
And  heard,  all  night,  his  daughter  thus  deplore. 
In  vain  fhe  wail'd  in  bitternefs  of  grief  ; 
In  vain  he  heard,  yet  cou'd  bring  no  relief. 
All  night  the  wind  was  loud,  the  pouring  rain 
Beat  'gainft  the  mountain's  fide,  and  lafh'd  the  main  * 
Still  by  the  moon's  faint  beam,  the  mournful  maid 
Struck  on  my  view,  her  cries  my  ears  invade  ; 
But  ere  the  morning  dawn'd  her  voice  grew  weak, 
And  weaker  ftill,  and  hardly  could  flie  fpeak  : 
Oft  fhe  elTay'd  in  vain,  her  accents  hung 
And,  fak'ring,  dy'd  unfinifh'd  on  her  tongue  ; 
Through  the  long  grafs,  as  founds  the  ev'ning  breeze. 
Or  as  the  hollow  blall  through  leaflefs  trees, 

Her 
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Her  voice  thus  flowly,  funk  and  dy'd  away, 
Till,  fpent  with  grief,  fhe  cold  and  breathlefs  Iay> 
And  left  old  Armyn  chlldlefs  and  alone. 
Have.  I  not  caufe  then  to  lament  and  moan  ? 
Fall'n  Is  my  fon  !   my  ftrength  and  boaft  in  war  ; 
IVe  Joft  my  pride,  among  th'enchanting  fair, 

"When  gloomy  tempefts  o'er  the  mountains  flf. 
By  the  fierce  North  when  waves  are  rais'd  on  high.  . 
Penfive  I  fit  upon  the  founding  fhore, 
And  with  fad  eyes  the  fatal  rock  explore : 
Oft  by  the  fetting  moon,   methlnks  I  fee 
My  childrens  ghofts,  t'  Increafe  my  mifery ; 
They  feem  engaged  In  fome  mournful  talk, 
As  o'er  the  rock  in  folemn  ftate  they  (lalk  ; 
"  O  fpeak  to  me,  let  me  fliare  all  your  pain  ;" 
They  heed  me  not,  their  Either  pleads  In  vain. 

FRAG- 
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TT  0  W  c.i!m  and  filent  is  the  noontide-hour, 

When  winds  are  hufh'd,  and  pall  the  driving  fiiow'rj 
Light  broken  clouds  are  fcatter'd  o'er  the  fky, 
O'er  the  green  hills  th'  inconftant  fiiadows  fly  j 
Down  the  fteep  rocks  the  torrent  loudly  roars, 
Red  through  the  ftony  vale  it  beats  its  fhores. 
How  fweetly  dwell  thy  murmurs  on  mine  ear^ 
O  dream  !  but  fweeter  lar  that  voice  I  hear  ; 
'Tis  Alfin's  voice,  the  fon  of  tuneful  fong, 
Who  mourns  the  mighty  dead  that  rolls  along  : 
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210  RYNO     and    A  L  P  I  N. 

Ills  hoary  htad,  bent  down.with  age,  I  fpy, 
And  red  vvithfcalding  grief  each  tearful  eye. 
S::y,  Alpin,  from  what  caufe  thy  forrows  flow  ? 
"Why  on  the  filcut  hill  thus  drown'd  In  wo,? 
Why  burft  thofe  fighs  wherewith  thy  bolbm  heaves, 
As  the  loud  blafi:  that  fliakes  the  trembling  leaves  r 
What  hero  doft:  thou  in  fad  flrains  deplore, 
That  falLlike  waves  upon  the  lonely  Ihore  ? 


Ryno,.  ray  tears  are  for  the  mighty  dead. 
And  o'er  the  valiant  are  my  forrows  flied  ; 
Though  well  I  know  my  forrows  are  in  vain  ; 
For  what  fo  tuneful  voice,  fo  melting  drain, 
Can  from  the  dufi:  the  mould'ring  tenant  wake  ?. 
Or  for  the  grave  who  Ihall  a  ranfom  take  ? 

Ryno, 
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PvYKO,  though  thou  art  talJefl:  on  our  hill, 
And  none  can  thee  in  youthful  grace  excel, 
Like  MoRAR,  thou  may'ft  fudJen  meet  thy  doom. 
And  mourners  fit  all  penfive  round  thy  tomb  ; 
The  hiils  rough  fonsno  more  Ihall  hear  thy  cry, 
Unftrung  within  thy  hall  thy  bow  fliall  lie. 

MoRAR,  untimely  fall'n,  denrands  my  urain  ; 
What  roe  fo  fwlft  e'er  fcour'd  the  heaihy  plain  ? 
Like  winter  ftorms,  amidll:  the  bloody  fray, 
Thy  wrath  with  ruin  maric'd  its  iatal  way  ; 
Thy  fword  like  lightning  flaih'd  along  the  field  ; 
Dreadful  as  flaming  meteors  blaz'd  thy  ihield  ; 
Thy  voice  like  roaring  torrents  after  rain  ; 
Beneath  thine  arm,  whiit  nirmbers  prefs'd  the  plain  .' 
From  dill:ant  hills,  like  ihuadc-r,  was  thine  ire; 
Thy  fi.'s  its  fury  felt  as  waftcful  Cre. 

D  d  2  But 
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But  when  from  fight  return'd,  how  peaceful  thou  ? 
Mild  and  ferene  appear'd  thy  fettl'd  brow. 
So  beams  the  fun  when  after  rain  more  bright; 
The  radiant  moon  thus  gilds  the  filent  night ; 
So  when  the  winds  are  laid,  and  not  a  breeze 
Ruffles  the  lake,  or  whIRles  through  the  trees, 
Smooth  is  the  furface  of  the  fpacious  deep, 
The  florms  are  hufli'd,  and  Nature  feems  afleep,, 

Ah,  MoRAR  !  what  avail  thy  rifmg  fame. 
Thy  youthful  glories,  and  thy  high  acclaim  ? 
Dark  the  abode  which  now  thy  corfe  contains,  \ 

Narrow  the  fpot  ^vhere  refl:  thy  dear  remains  ; 
-Novnt  with- three  fteps  thy  grave  I  compafs  round, 
O  thou  of  late  who  waft  fo  mighty  found  ! 
Thy  place  of  reft  ere  long  we  muft  explore. 
By  thef^  four  ftoncs,  with  grey  mofs  covcr'd  o'er  ; 

The 
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The  folc  memorial  thefe,  by  which  to  know 
'Where  lies  the  mighty,  and  the  great  how  low  ! 
The  heath- tir'd  hunter  nothing  cAn  efpy. 
Which  to  thy  tomb  may  guide  his  wand'ring  eye. 
But  one  bare  tree,  vrhere  icarce  a  leaf  is  found. 
And  to  the  wind  the  long  grafs  whirling  rounxl. 
Here,  jNIorar  I   art  thou  Inid,  unhonour'd,  low. 
No  fifter  o'er  thee  weeps  with  heart-felt  wo ; 
The  tender  ilrcam  no  brother  o'er  thee  pours, 
•No  maid  with  tears  of  love  thy  fall  deplores  ; 
Long  in  the  grave  is  INIorglan's  daughter  laid,    ' 
"i^or  mourns  her  ion  here  numbsr'd  with  the  dcj.d. 

But  who  appears,  low-bending,  fad,  and  How, 
To:t'ring  with  age,  but  more  opprcib'd  with  v:o, 
Propt  on  his  ftaif,  v.'ho  drags  his  feeble  pace, 
Big  fcrrows  ftrcamirg  o'er  his  furrow'd  face  ? 
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I  fee  his  hoary  hairs,  his  red-fwoln  eyes. 
His  laVring  brcaft  heaves  with  tumultuous  fighs* 
Thy  aged  father,  Morar  !  it  Is  he; 
Of  none,  alas!  the  father  but  of  thee. 
Much  had  he  heard  In  battle  of  thy  fame  ; 
Withjoy  to  meet  the  conqu'ror  he  came  ; 
Of  foes  he  heard  that  fcatter'd  were  around; 
Till  now  he  heard  not  of  thy  fatal  wound. 
Unhappy  man  !  thou  o'er  thy  fon  may 'ft  weep  ; 
But  at  thy  voice  no  more  he'll  roufe  from  fleep ; 
At  thy  lov'd  call  no  mere  he'JI  watch  the  dawn. 
Nor  meet- the  ruddy  morning  on  the  lawn.  — 
Cold  in  the  duu  in  reft  profound  he  lies. 
And  death's  eternal  flumbers  feal  his  eyes  : 
When  fhall  the  morn  difpel  the  fnades  of  nighr. 
That  bids  the  grave  hid  tenant  vv'alce  to  light  ? 

Th«n, 
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Then,  firft:  of  heroes,  and  of  men,  farewel ! 
No  more  thou'lt  fliine  incas'd  in  founding  mail ; 
No  more  fhalt  thunder  o'er  th'  enfanguin'd  field. 
Nor  make  the  thronging  ranks  before  thee  yield  ; 
Thy  arms  no  more  faall  lighten  through  the  fhade. 
Thy  friends  no  more  fhali  hear  thy  conqu'ring  tread ; 
Thy  foes  no  more  fhail  dread  thy  matchlefs  pow'r, 
Nor  fhall  thefe  well-known  fields  behold  thee  more. 
Though  thou  hafl;  left  no  fon  to  tend  thy  bier. 
Though  thou  art  robb'd  of  each  domeftic  tear  ;, 
Yet  fhall  the  fong  to  thee  preferve  a  name, 
And  torem.oteft  climes  tranfmit  thy  fame  ; 
Thy  mem'ry  fhall  be  held  for  ever  dear, 
And  ages  yet  unborn  of  Morar's  fall  fhall  hear. 

The    EJii^D, 
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